
        
            
                
            
        

    Was it normal for a fashion designer to ask a new model to strip so he could inspect her from head to toe to get a feel for her shape, size and sensitivities?
 
 
Bumping into her boss, causing her portfolio to fall and the drawings she’d secretly worked on during her breaks to scatter was accidental. But oh, what a welcome accident. Danea’s career dreams are realized when the man she’s drooled over and fantasized about for two years while working in administration wants to see all her sketches.
 
Not only does Kalem Ostarizo, the world’s top fashion designer, hire her for his design team, but wants her to model for House of Ostarizo. Danea happily signs a one-year contract for each position but is shocked when she finds out the obedience clause she agreed to involves more than just obeying the rules.
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Chapter One
 
 
Why would you invite the devil into your life? That’s exactly what I did by drooling over and lusting for Kalem Ostarizo. I couldn’t help myself. I’d seen him so many times during work hours—walking past me, getting on the elevator, in the café I frequented during my lunch break and at the bistro around the corner. Kalem Ostarizo didn’t even know I existed.
Kalem wasn’t only my boss, he was the world’s top fashion designer. When I got my job, his assistant, Ms. Plum, a woman in her late sixties, whom I immediately nicknamed ogre interviewed me. She just had that kind of look about her. Stern, bone thin, tall, forbidding, horn-rimmed glasses and iron-gray hair she pulled back severely from her face into a tight bun. I’d never been so nervous in my life. Getting a job at The House of Ostarizo was every girl’s dream, at least I thought it would be. Depending on what a girl aimed for in life, it might not have been—but it was mine. Besides Kalem was to die for, and I wanted to be someone—to become as famous a designer as he was—if that was even possible. A girl could dream.
I continued to sketch, hoping to one day be noticed. Whether I’d ever get the chance to present my sketches to the most famous designer in the industry, God only knew. All I knew was when I’d seen the advertisement in the paper for office assistant, I had to try for it. The House of Ostarizo had hired me for the lousy office job I absolutely hated. Beggars can’t be choosers. I needed the money to survive and I’d continue dreaming while working in the environment I craved. I’d sketch until I ran out of imagination.
When I ran into Kalem, and I mean physically ran into him, I almost died. It wasn’t on purpose, I swear. I was flustered. My face heated up and must have gone a brilliant, vibrant red. My portfolio went flying, the content scattered all over the floor of the Ostarizo building’s lobby. Stupid me for not watching where I was going, texting, when I should have been alert.
“I’m so sorry. Excuse me, sir, let me just pick up my paperwork,” I said lamely while gazing up into his dark eyes. I was all fingers and clumsiness as I picked up the contents of my portfolio. I watched in consternation as he bent to help me. He paused and held a couple of my sketches in his hands, studying them briefly.
“These are very good. You work here?”
“Yes.” My answer came out soft and squeaky.
“I’d like to look at all of them. Make an appointment with my assistant. What’s your name?”
“Danea Fitzgerald.”
“I’ll see you soon, Danea,” he said. 
I hurried to the elevators. Oh, my God! Unbelievable! I texted my best friend Shannon, and told her what happened. Call me, I typed. My cell dinged shortly after.
“Shannon, you’ll never believe what just happened.”
“What?”
“I just physically bumped into him, without doing it on purpose.”
“And?”
“He wants to see my drawings.”
“That’s a good thing, isn’t it?”
“Yeah, but—”
“The man turns you on.”
“He does. More than anyone ever has. All I have to do is look at him.”
“So? You got your wish. Look forward to your meeting with him. Maybe he’ll love your designs and will use them.”
“Shannon, you’ve seen pictures of him. He’s to die for, right?”
“Maybe for you, honey. I prefer a more mellow type of man. From what I’ve heard, Kalem Ostarizo carries a lot of baggage.”
“I know. He’s had three wives. No children though and that’s a plus in his direction. Not that I mind kids, but at least there aren’t any who’ll be traumatized by parents splitting up. I’d love to find out what his baggage is.”
“Oh? And you think you can cure him?”
“Depends. I wish I could find out why his wives left him and why some of the models think he’s psycho.”
“I can help you out there. Apparently, he’s into kinky stuff and his wives didn’t like it.”
“Kinky? As in what?”
“I’ll be damned if I know. The online articles didn’t say. I’d be careful, if I were you. You’re so damn virginal it ain’t funny. I’d hate to see you get hurt—physically or psychologically.”
“He only wants to see my designs.”
“Yeah, right. And how long have you been lusting after him?”
“Shannon, he won’t want anything to do with a nobody like me. If he likes my designs and wants to use them, that’d be great. As for him looking at me twice? Have you looked at me lately?”
“Yup. You’re not taking care of yourself. You make yourself look mousy, your clothes suck monkey balls and you need a major makeover. I’ve told you all that before, several times. You want a man in your life so you need to do something about your appearance.”
“Okay, girlfriend, enough of the lecture. I’m me. If people, men, don’t like me the way I am—too bad.” I heard Shannon’s big sigh before she said goodbye. I knew she was right. I hadn’t taken care of my appearance for a long time, not since Jake. He and I had dated for a while, but it never went any further than that. He’d found another woman and had left me heartbroken. I hadn’t put out. Apparently, that’s what men wanted—a woman who puts out. I cared for Jake, but I’d never had that kind of desire for him. So what the hell. I was still a virgin at twenty-two. It wasn’t unheard of.
 
* * * *
 
I approached the ogre’s desk. “Danea Fitzgerald. I have an appointment.”
“Yes, Ms. Fitzgerald. Mr. Ostarizo will see you shortly.”
I sat, clutching my portfolio on my lap. I tried to cross my legs demurely but felt the woman’s eyes on me all the time. It made me very uncomfortable. I’d worn my sexiest office outfit, a tight gray skirt, matching fitted jacket and a white silk blouse. My feet were killing me in the spiked heeled shoes I wore only when going for an interview, which hadn’t been for quite some time.
“Please follow me,” the prim and proper assistant said.
I followed her through the ornate double doors into a huge office. I gasped at the design, the decorating, the floor to ceiling windows. It was unbelievable, like an office out of a movie.
“Make yourself comfortable,” his deep sexy voice said from behind a massive desk. “Would you like something to drink?”
“Water?” I asked, in a thin and unsure voice.
“Coming up.”
I sat on one of the overstuffed easy chairs and watched as he approached a fully stocked bar then came toward me with a glass and a bottle of water. The crotch of my panties was soaked, while I in turn, drank in his appearance. He wasn’t dressed in a suit. Instead, he wore a pair of tight, black, leather jeans that hugged him like a second skin, while a white poet shirt open to the waist showed off his tanned chest. He looked like a hero who’d just stepped off the silver screen, or from the cover of a romance novel. He’d drawn his long black hair back in a ponytail and his dark gaze seemed riveted on me.
I took the glass he handed me with trembling fingers.
“So, Ms. Fitzgerald, how long have you been doing this?”
“Doing what?” Oh, my God, what a stupid question. I knew damn well, what he meant but he’d caught me unawares, in the middle of pouring the water into the glass. I almost dropped it and awkwardly sat there, hanging on to the bottle and glass, my portfolio and purse almost sliding off my lap. Stupid. Why hadn’t I put the objects beside me in the chair or on the floor?
“Drawing clothes, fashion designs.”
“Since I was a teenager.”
“Can I see?”
I put the bottle of water on the floor and stood up, allowing my purse to drop to the floor in the process. I stepped toward the desk and handed him my portfolio. I retrieved my purse, this time placing it beside me on the chair. I sipped from the glass, at the same time watching his face over the rim. It was as if hewn from stone, not a muscle moved.
“I’m just an amateur.”
He looked up from my portfolio then. “So you say. I’m quite impressed with your work. I’d like to use some of your designs for my next major collection. I’ll pay you handsomely, of course. I’d also like to add you to my design team.”
My heart skipped a few beats. “I thought you designed all the clothes?”
“I used to. I still do some designs, but I’ve hired a few designers to help me. My company has grown tremendously over the last few years and I can’t keep up with it all. Your designs will be a fantastic addition.”
“Really? Of course, I’ll take the job, but—”
“Good. Are you hungry, Ms. Fitzgerald?”
“Not particularly. I had a good breakfast.”
“A woman who eats breakfast? How unusual. How about I take you out for lunch?”
My heart did more than skip a beat. It went into overkill. “Yes, I’d like that.”
“Meet me in front of the building at noon. I hope you like the bistro around the corner. It’s my favorite. I’ll instruct my assistant to add you to my design group. Your work hours will be very flexible. I don’t mind if you work at home at times.”
“Really?” I stood, assuming he was dismissing me. His next question surprised me.
“Yes. Tell me, have you ever modeled?”
“No.”
“Please walk to the door and back? Take off your jacket, please.”
Nervous, I did as he told me. I put my purse back on the chair, hung my jacket on the back of it and walked to the door then back. I tried desperately to maintain my composure and not wobble on the spiked heels. Keeping my gaze glued to the floor, I felt his dark gaze on me while I strolled as casually as I could back to his desk.
“Undo the buttons of your blouse,” he ordered.
Okay, this is going a bit too far. “Why?”
“Lesson number one—never ever, question an order from me. I’ll answer you this time because you seem nervous. You’re too frigid, too tense, and hold your head up when you walk. Please do as I tell you?”
I tried to stop my fingers from trembling as I undid the buttons. I didn’t have a bra on—didn’t have the need of one. My breasts were firm, perky, and required no support. 
“Pull the blouse out of your skirt.”
My breath caught in my throat as I obeyed his orders. My blouse flapped loose, both front panels barely covering my nipples.
“Walk to the door again and walk back to me. Imagine you’re a model and you’re displaying the latest Ostarizo outfit.”
I walked to the doors, did a turnabout and walked back toward him. I tried not to think about my blouse, about the flapping sides. I felt the cool air touch my nipples and knew they were exposed. I kept my eyes glued to the floor as I continued to walk.
“Look at me!” he thundered.
Startled, I raised my head and gazed into his eyes. My knees shook and felt about to liquefy into jelly. M my teeth chattered, but I continued to walk.
“Beautiful. You’ll not only design for me, but you’ll model for me as well.”
He came around from behind his desk, walked toward me and lifted my chin with his long, tapered fingers. “You’re a beautiful woman, Ms. Fitzgerald. Welcome to my team. I’ll give my assistant the necessary instructions and will expect you here tomorrow morning at nine sharp. You’ll start with a crash course in modeling. Leave your portfolio with me. I’d like to study all of your drawings at my leisure.”
His fingers left a burning imprint on my face. Flustered, I buttoned my blouse, hiding my exposed breasts, and tucked it back into the skirt. I realized he must have seen every inch of my breasts and my very hard nipples. The crotch of my panties was soaked, my clit throbbed like crazy, my nether lips felt swollen and tingly hot. A stream of electricity coursed through my body, my heart beat like a drum. I retrieved my jacket from the chair and quickly slipped it on.
“I’ll see you tomorrow morning, Ms. Fitzgerald.”
Apparently, that was my cue to leave. “Thank you,” I muttered, my face blazing hot as I picked up my purse, whirled around and headed for the door.
“Oh, Ms. Fitzgerald?”
I turned and faced him again and wondered what was behind those dark eyes.
“Please wear comfortable clothes. Tights and a top will be the most suitable for your lessons, although I want you to wear the spiked heels. You need to learn to walk in them properly. You’re going to get the fastest course in modeling in history.”
Tights? I didn’t own any. I closed the door behind me.
The ogre gave me a stern look from behind her black horn-rimmed glasses. “Ms. Fitzgerald? There’s no need for you to return to your desk. You’re to be here at eight-thirty tomorrow morning. You’ll have to sign some paperwork.”
“Paperwork?” My God, the man works fast. He must have spoken to the woman as soon as the door closed behind me.
“Yes. All designers and models have to sign a one year contract.”
“I’ll be here.”
I returned to my desk, gathered the few personal belongings I’d left in the drawer, said goodbye to the other girls and headed for the elevator.
I could hardly believe what had just happened. Not only had Kalem liked my designs, but he wanted me on his design team. What was more terrifying, he wanted me to model. Me? A model? Far out. Then I thought about some of the outlandish outfits he designed and created. I’d never, in a million years, agree to parade in front of an audience wearing some flimsy, see-through gown, or a dress with half my tits showing, the fabric barely covering my nipples.
Before I went home, I decided to go shopping for some tights and tops first. I’d play along with the modeling gig for a bit. I could always refuse to wear something too risqué. Refuse Kalem? I was trying to kid myself. Why hadn’t I rejected the modeling part of my new job? To become a topnotch designer was my goal. All I had to do was say no to the man. Trouble was, he intimidated me. So much, that I become unglued and a bumbling idiot.
I bought the tights and tops then hurried home. I kicked off the uncomfortable shoes, took off the jacket and stripped off the skirt and panties. Naked, I rifled through my dresser until I found some clean underwear and slipped them on. I made myself a cup of tea before calling Shannon. I was sure she’d be chomping at the bit for news on how the meeting with Kalem had gone.
“How did it go?”
“He wants to use my designs, girlfriend. Not only that, he wants me on his team of designers.”
“Wow. I bet that’s a nice raise in pay. You can get out of your shitty little apartment now.”
“Know something? I forgot to ask about the pay.”
“Don’t tell me your shy little mouse surfaced when you were in his office.”
“My God, Shannon, he turns me into a fumbling idiot. When he asked me to walk to the door and back—”
“Why, in God’s name, would he ask you to do that?”
“He wants me to model for him as well.” I carefully left out the part of having to undo the buttons on my blouse and pulling it out of my skirt.
“Cool! You accepted, of course?”
“I never said yes or no, just that I’ll meet him for lunch and I’ll be on time in the morning. The ogre said I have to sign a one year contract for both jobs.”
“You’re meeting him for lunch? Where?”
“At the bistro around the corner from the office.”
“What did you wear today? Not that prissy gray suit, I hope?”
“Yes. With my white silk blouse.” I heard Shannon’s deep sigh.
“Wear your blue pants and that sexy blue and white top. What was he wearing?”
I almost drooled as I pictured him in my mind. “Tight leather pants and a white poet shirt.”
“And I bet he looked sexy as hell.”
“He did.”
“Wear what I told you, let your hair hang loose and don’t go crazy with the hairspray. You’ve got such a lovely natural wave. I have to go. Work beckons. My boss is giving me dirty looks.”
Shannon worked as a secretary for a travel agency. She and I had grown up together and after we graduated, we moved to the city. We shared my shitty little apartment for a while, as she liked to call it. It was small, but it was the best and the most affordable we could find when we first arrived in New York. When Shannon had found a better job, she’d moved to her own place and at the same time, I began working for Ostarizo, so I could afford the rent on my own. Maybe now I could find a better apartment. Surely, the wages would be higher than what I had been making. Kalem had said he would buy some of my designs outright. What do I charge for a drawing?
I decided to shower and wash my hair before meeting him. Usually, I wore my hair tightly drawn back from my face, either in a ponytail, sometimes in a bun. My hair was springy, fluffy, with the occasional curly wisps escaping which I always plastered down with hairspray.
After drying my hair, I brushed it until stayed put. I reached for the hairspray, but stopped. Maybe I should listen to Shannon, for a change. I dressed and put on the light blue designer pants I hadn’t worn since Jake. I had to search for the blue and white blouse. The outfit brought back some bad memories, but right then I was too excited and nervous about going out for lunch with Kalem to worry about the past.
I stood before the full-length mirror and examined my reflection. I still felt plain, mousy, but the outfit did make me look sexier and complimented my figure. A touch of lipstick and I was done. The bus ride to the office took half an hour. If I left then, I’d be fifteen minutes early. Was it a good idea to be early, or would it be better to meet him right at noon? He wasn’t a man to toy with. I decided to catch the next bus.
Traffic was heavy and the bus arrived near my office building ten minutes late. I hurried to the front entrance. Of course, he wasn’t there yet. Should I have expected otherwise? He was the master in this situation. For all I knew, he could have forgotten about his impulsive invitation.
He kept me waiting fifteen minutes. 
“Nicely on time, Ms. Fitzgerald. I like that.”
“I’ve been…” I clamped my teeth together.
“Yes?”
“I only just arrived myself.” There, that would take the satisfaction out of him at having me wait.
“Did you now?”
I saw his eyebrows rise and knew he’d caught me in the lie. He’d probably phoned down to the reception desk in the lobby and asked if I was there. Damn it, girl. Watch what you say to this man. He doesn’t miss a thing.
“I hope you don’t mind me choosing the bistro nearby. I only have an hour,” he said as he started down the steps.
“I go there myself sometimes. I love their spaghetti,” I said, wondering if he’d even heard me.
I hurried alongside him trying to keep up with his long strides. I was not a short woman but he towered over me and I had to walk really fast.
When we arrived a few moments later, the restaurant owner greeted Kalem personally. “Nice to see you, Signor Ostarizo. Your table is ready.” He merely shot me a nod of acknowledgment. Kalem headed for a small table in the far corner of the bistro. It was quite a private table. The owner pulled a chair out for me. I sat and so did Kalem.
“The usual, please, Antonio.”
“Si, Signor.”
“You come here often, I gather,” I said, trying to start a conversation.
“I do.”
I was rather perturbed I hadn’t been asked what I would like to eat. I guess I’d have to make do with Kalem’s usual, whatever that was. Antonio didn’t give us menus. He returned quickly with a flask of red wine and two glasses.
Kalem swirled the wine and tasted it. “Good, as always, Antonio.”
Antonio filled their glasses. I wasn’t a wine drinker during the day, but I sipped it, hoping it would calm my nerves. My favorite was their spaghetti with meat sauce. It was to die for and about the only meal, I’d ever ordered there. Antonio returned quickly with fresh baked bread and butter. It smelled heavenly.
Kalem took a slice of bread and buttered it, then handed it to me. “Have you ever had their bread?”
“Garlic bread. Spaghetti is my favorite dish.”
“Ah. Well, today you’ll appreciate my culinary taste. So how do you feel about your new career?”
“Which one?”
He laughed, a low throaty laugh that vibrated through every inch of me and settled in my crotch. Thank God, I’d remembered to put a panty liner in my panties.
“Both.”
“I’ve always wanted to become a top designer. I’m not sure about the modeling.”
“Why not? You have the perfect figure for it. Your breasts aren’t too large, your derriere is rounded but perfect, you have a small waist and very shapely legs and arms.”
He hadn’t studied me too much? Good grief. I felt naked suddenly.
“Cat got your tongue?”
“Thank you. I guess.”
“You’re not used to compliments, are you?”
“Not really.”
“You’re very beautiful. The bone structure of your face is exquisite and now that your hair is loose, it brings out your real beauty. We need to add some color to it, some highlights. And you need some lessons in makeup. Are you wearing contacts?”
“No.”
“Your eyes are an unusual color. They remind me of a tropical ocean, the Caribbean. Cerulean blue. Very unique.”
“I’ve never really taken notice. I thought they were just plain blue.”
“I’ve made up my mind. I plan to make you famous.”
“As a designer?”
“As a model. You can design clothes in your spare time.”
“Frankly, I don’t think I’m model material. That aspect of the fashion industry has never entered my mind.”
“Let me be the judge of that. Enjoy your journey to fame. Before you realize it, your face and body will grace the covers of all the magazines.”
I basked in his words, glowed under his scrutiny. Did he see something in me the mirror didn’t show? “I’m too realistic. I know I’m mousy. Men aren’t waiting on my doorstep to date me. My phone doesn’t ring off the hook. I don’t see how you can realistically turn the ugly duckling into a swan.”
“You’re too cruel to yourself. You just haven’t learned how to bring out the best of you. I’m going to help you with that.”
“I was always too focused on a career to bother with all the girlie stuff. My best friend would totally agree with you. More than once, she’s told me all the things you just said.”
“So you’ll sign the contracts? Give it at least one year. If, after that year, I haven’t made good on my promise, you can walk away from modeling and concentrate on fashion design instead.”
While he spoke, he’d reached across the table and placed his hand on mine. His touch was electrifying, his eyes piercing as if he was trying to read my mind, my heart, my soul. Yet he was completely mystifying. What did I know about Kalem except what the tabloids told me? And most of that was probably bullshit. The paparazzi had a habit of digging up dirt, true or not, and publishing it. I’d also seen photos of him entering some questionable clubs. I didn’t care. It had nothing to do with my new job and the possible modeling career. The man turned me on like crazy. He was insanely handsome, but I wasn’t about to mix business with pleasure. My need was great, I wanted him, did I ever want him. At the same time, I was determined to keep him at arm’s length. 
“Penny.”
“Huh?” He squeezed my hand and his foot touched my leg, the toe of his shoe stroking my calf gently. As if tazered, I tucked my feet under the chair.
“Your thoughts. I lost you for a minute.”
I didn’t know what to say. His hand stayed on mine until our food came.
Antonio served us personally. Kalem received special treatment in the bistro. “Pepper, Senorita?” he asked.
I nodded. “Yes, please.” I used the saltshaker liberally.
“Salt is bad for you. It causes you to retain fluid and is not good for the heart and arteries.”
“I like salt and pepper.”
“I see that. I’d like you to cut back on the salt. Use a substitute if you must. As a model, you need to keep your weight even.”
“My weight hasn’t changed in years. I don’t see why it would now.” I couldn’t believe how flippant I was with my answers. The two glasses of wine had settled my nerves. The ruby liquid had also made me slightly giddy. I gazed at my plate. “What is it?”
“Zuppa Toscana. Taste it. It’s delicious.”
I took a small bite. He was right. It was scrumptious and I dug in.
“I love the way you eat. I’m used to women eating daintily, tiny bites, ending up leaving most of their food. You eat like you’re enjoying your meal.”
Mm, what else does he love about me? Was he coming on to me or just trying to draw me out of my shell? I looked up and nodded. His eyes were expressionless. “I enjoy my food.”
“Would you like dessert?”
“No thanks. I’m not much for sweets.”
“Good. I would have had to leave you alone to eat it. I have a meeting in ten minutes.”
His foot touched my leg again and rubbed up and down my calf. Damn, you’ll get my pants dirty. Stop it. No, keep doing it. I hadn’t drunk the third glass of wine. There was no accounting how I might have behaved if I had. I sipped water instead while I finished off the last of my Zuppa Toscana.
Kalem signaled Antonio. “Put it on my tab, Antonio? My compliments on the food as usual.”
He stood and didn’t pull out my chair but let Antonio do it. Fine—he had no manners. At least not with me. Gripping me firmly by the arm, he steered me through the bistro and out the doors. Once outside, he lifted my chin.
“I enjoyed having lunch with you, Danea. I may call you Danea?”
I nodded numbly, and forgot to thank him for lunch.
“I’ll see you tomorrow morning.”
I watched him stride away and round the corner before I hurried to the bus stop. Once on the bus, it occurred to me that I still hadn’t asked him about wages and neither had he mentioned it.
I’d barely entered my apartment before the phone rang. I glanced at the call display. It was Shannon.
“How’d it go?”
“It was okay.”
“Just okay? What did you talk about? Did he come on to you?”
“He tried to convince me to sign the modeling contract. Said he’s going to make me a famous model.”
“Far out, girlfriend. You’re going to sign of course.”
“I still haven’t made up my mind. I’ll think about it tonight.”
“Aw, c’mon now. Live dangerously for a change. You can always fall back on fashion design.”
“I can, but you know I’m kind of timid, shy. I don’t think a career in modeling is for me. I don’t even look the part.”
“Oh, by the time they’re done with you, you’ll be gorgeous. Just wait and see. How many times have I told you you’re pretty? You’re so damn insecure. Boss is back. I have to go. I’ll come over tonight.”
“No, don’t. I want to be alone to think.”
“Fine.”
The phone went dead. I’d probably pissed Shannon off, but I needed to wrap my head around Kalem’s offer. Shannon was a chatterbox and I needed quiet time to make my decision.
 
Before going to bed, I still hadn’t made up my mind. I played a game on my laptop but got bored with it. I decided to do a search for Kalem Ostarizo and found a ton of references on the internet. Some of the sites showed Kalem surrounded by his models dressed in his designs. They were probably photos taken at fashion shows. I found quite a few gossip columns and blogs that had articles about him. I read a number of them.
His first wife divorced him giving as reason, physical abuse. His second wife left him for the same reason and third wife quoted mental and physical abuse. How much of it was true? All three had received huge settlements, the mansions, all the furniture and cars. According to one report, they were clean payouts. No spousal support. According to another article, the settlements were handled privately, out of court.
I found it completely out of character. He came across as a forceful man, a man not to be toyed with, a man who liked to get his own way. Did he just meekly accept their accusations? Was there truth in their accusations of abuse?
I finally found a very long, but recent article about Kalem’s history. His parents had immigrated to the USA when he was ten. He was now thirty. His father was involved with the mob. When Kalem was twelve, gangsters shot his father and the murder of her husband drove his mother insane. She ended up in a mental institution and Kalem became a ward of the state then landed in a foster home.
“Oh, my God,” I whispered softly. “No wonder he has such a steely expression in his eyes.” I knew the story was probably less than completely correct. Reading up on him had given me more insight into Kalem Ostarizo. But could I trust the man or should I be afraid of him?
I closed my laptop and after turning off the lights, crawled into bed. I decided to make my decision in the morning after reading the contracts.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Two
 
 
Wearing my new black tights and a snug-fitting top, I hurried into the building and rode the elevator up to the top floor. It was full. Several of the people worked on my floor where I had worked until the day before. They nodded in greeting and I thought they looked at me strangely. I felt terribly self-conscious in tights. The spiked heels were in my oversized bag hanging from my shoulder. He’d told me to wear them, but it was easier to walk in sandals, especially if a girl had to catch a bus.
I was the only one on the elevator when it stopped on the top floor. I hurried to the ogre’s desk. “Morning, Ms. Plum.”
“Take a seat, Ms. Fitzgerald. I’ll be with you shortly.”
Ms. Plum peered at me over the top of her glasses for a moment. “You need to wear high-heeled shoes.”
I patted my purse. “They’re in here.”
Ogre nodded. “I’ll get your paperwork ready.”
After a few minutes, she placed two neat piles on the desk. She apparently noticed me watching her and motioned me to approach her desk.
“Please read each contract carefully. If you’re satisfied, you need to initial each page and sign on the last page of all copies. I will witness your signature.”
I took both contracts back to my chair and left the copies on the desk. I started reading the legal jargon and wondered if I should have a lawyer look at them.
“Mr. Ostarizo is not a patient man. If you’re unsure about signing the contracts, you’d best tell me now,” Ms. Plum told me. “Everyone gets the same contract. Yours is no different.”
Is she telling me it’s safe to sign? I wrestled through each page. The amount I was going to receive for my drawings was more money than I normally earned in a year and it was to be paid in full upon signing. He claimed first rights to any future designs I sketched. The modeling contract was worded differently of course, so I had to read from the beginning. Several of the clauses puzzled me. I had to be available at all times and be ready to travel at a moment’s notice. There was a confidentiality clause and one that bound me to represent The House of Ostarizo if requested. 
Almost at the end of the contract, a clause stated I had to be on call 24/7 to accompany Mr. Kalem Ostarizo to special events. I wondered about the special events. Did it mean he called his models to be his escort for an evening?
The wages were astronomical, so high, I had to force down a gasp. There was no question about it. I was ready to put my signature on those papers. “I’m ready to sign,” I told ogre.
“Good. Mr. Ostarizo is waiting for you in his office. Follow me.” Ogre picked up the copies of the contracts, two large envelopes, and led the way.
A thrill coursed through me as I approached his desk. Ogre was already beside him placing the contracts in front of him. He barely acknowledged my presence, merely nodded briefly and proceeded to initial each page and sign the last pages. Ogre picked up the paperwork and placed the contracts on the desk in front of me. I picked up the pen she’d placed silently on top and started putting my initials on each page and signing. Was I signing my life away? A pang of fear crept up my throat as I recalled what I’d read on the internet the night before and at the clause that demanded I be ready to accompany him to special events. The money was too tempting, so I buried my misgivings and continued to sign. 
Ogre signed the last sheet of each copy as the witness, placed a copy of each contract in the envelopes and handed them to me. She took the others with her, probably to file away, and left the office.
“Where are your high heels?” Kalem demanded to know.
“In my purse.”
“Good. In an hour, Ms. Plum will escort you to your first modeling lesson. After that, you’ll go to our salon downstairs for a complete makeover. From now on, you’ll only wear designer clothes, shoes and accessories, both at work and at home. They’ll be waiting for you in the studio. You now represent The House of Ostarizo and must look and act the part.”
Pushing his chair back, he put his feet on top of the desk, and gazed at me while picking up a small remote. Behind me the doors clicked, and I knew he’d locked them.
“Stand up.”
I did as I was told.
“Take your clothes off.”
“Why?”
“Stop questioning every command I give you,” he said in terse tone. “You will obey me at all times, no questions asked. Didn’t you read that part of the contract?”
“It didn’t quite say it that way.”
“That’s what it means. Strip.”
I shivered. What the hell had I gotten myself into? My instinct, those I’d pushed so readily aside, that I was signing my life away, seemed correct. Maybe I should have listened to my inner voice. I stood and peeled off my tights and my top. Crossing my arms to hide my breasts, I waited.
“Underwear, too.”
I hesitated but cringed under his thunderous gaze. I quickly took off my panties.
“Remove your arms from your breasts and stretch them above your head. Stand perfectly still.”
I looked everywhere but at him although I felt his gaze roaming my body from bottom to top and back.
“Turn around.”
While my back was turned to him, I heard him on the phone. “Get me the salon.”
“Helen, I’m sending a new model down this afternoon. She needs the works. Patch me through to Pierre?”
“Pierre, this girl needs more than a makeover. Book her for electrolysis. Eyebrows, yes. And a full waxing. She’s raw material. Okay. Yes, sounds good. She’ll be there around one.”
Waxing? Ouch. A full waxing? Surely he didn’t mean…
“Turn around and face me again.”
My face had to be as red as a beet by then and my clit throbbed under his scrutiny. Dare I drop my arms? He swung his legs off the desk, stood and walked toward me. Taking my arms, he pushed them down. Placing his hands on my shoulders, he swiveled me in a circle, then forced me to bend over. His hands were on my buttocks. “What is this good for? I didn’t read any of this in the contract,” I dared to say.
I gasped as I received a resounding slap on my ass. Straightening, I jumped away from him. “What the hell are you doing?”
“Punishment for questioning me and I notice she does have some fire in her. Did it hurt?”
A flash of anger made me snap at him. “Of course, it hurt. Dammit, you’re a strong man.” My ass still smarted from the resounding slap he’d administered in full force.
“But looking at your pussy and your clit, you’re turned on.”
I knew it. The smack had hurt, yes, but at the same time, it had ignited a fire within me that traveled down to my pussy, my clit and caused the lips to swell. I throbbed with a need I’d never experienced before.
“I like it when you’re angry. It’s very becoming. Your eyes are sparkling right now and almost emerald. It’s interesting how they change color with your mood.”
“I’m glad it amuses you,” I said tight-lipped. There was no way in hell I would give in to him. Is this why his wives had divorced him? Did every model have to go through this?
“You’re very beautiful,” he said, his voice deep and husky. I melted under his hot gaze. When he licked his lips, I imagined his tongue licking mine, entering my mouth.
He reached down and ran his hand over my mound, my bushy pubic hair. “I can imagine this after Pierre is finished with you,” he murmured. “Unusual for a blonde to have almost black pubic hair. I noticed your eyebrows are naturally dark, too.”
A finger briefly delved between my legs feeling my slit, his other hand cupped a breast.
“Mm, perfect size. Now that I have a feel of your body, I know exactly the kind of clothes I’ll personally design for you to model in our next fashion show. Look at those nipples. I’ve never seen any this large or so dark on a blonde woman. Your aureole is large, too.”
He stroked my fully erect nipples. They’d always been a nuisance because they were quite large and often showed through flimsy material, as did the aureole, forcing me to wear a tank top, too. He stroked my body from head to toe, every inch of me. I wanted to squirm, but I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction. Thanks to the juices dribbling from my pussy, he already knew I was hornier than a cat in heat. I shivered.
“Are you afraid of me?”
“No. I don’t scare easily.”
“Good. You can get dressed now and go. I don’t want you to be late for your lessons.”
Dismissed, just like that. He walked back to his desk, picked up the remote to unlock the doors, then sat and studied something on his computer.
I hurriedly put my clothes back on. “Goodbye, Mr. Ostarizo.”
He didn’t answer me. I slung my purse over my shoulder and quickly left his office, my mind still reeling with everything that had just happened.
“I’ll take you to the studio now, Ms. Fitzgerald,” ogre said and led the way to the elevator.
What she called, the studio, was on the floor below. While following her, I thought about what had just happened in Kalem’s office. Hopefully, it was the only time I’d have to suffer his examination. Did I really just think that? I knew, deep down, I longed for more, ached for his touch, would even welcome another smack on my ass. Slut. You hardly know the man. Remember what you read about him. Keep your distance. I continued to wrestle with my thoughts until the door of the studio clicked behind me.
“Ms. Fitzgerald, I’ve been waiting for you.”
A slight man, at least a head shorter than me, approached. His hair, what there was of it, was green. Most of his head was shaved and the mohawk started at his forehead and tapered down at the back. The shaven parts were tattooed. He had dark eyes, wore very tight white jeans and a green tank top. Brown eyes scrutinized me.
“I’m Sheldon and I’ll be giving you your crash course in modeling. I hope you’re a fast learner. Kalem wants you in a show next week.”
“Next week? Good God.”
“Yes. That’s what I said when he told me. Darling, may I call you Danea? Although I really think you need a more alluring name for your modeling career.”
“I’ll keep my own name, thank you.”
“It’ll be up to Kalem, darling. I hope you have heels with you because we didn’t know your size so there are no shoes in your wardrobe yet.”
“Yes.” I took them out of my bag.
“Good. Put them on and let’s get started.”
Sheldon amused me. He was professional, obviously gay, but I liked him. He was gentle, yet firm as he coached me.
After a grueling three hours, my feet were killing me and I was dying of thirst. When he finally looked at his watch and said, “That’s it for today. I’ll see you the same time tomorrow morning.” I heaved an exhausted sigh.
“Sorry for working you so hard, but you need to be ready for your first show in four weeks, hon.”
“I can take it.”
“Good. Go to the gym tonight and soak in the hot tub, darling. Don’t forget your clothes at the end of the day. Now that I know your shoe size, I’ll order those, too.”
I looked at the rack of clothing he pointed at. “And how do you propose I take that home?”
“Your car? I’ll help you take it down to parking.”
“I don’t have a car. I use public transport.”
“Oh, darling, how quaint. Whoever uses public transport nowadays? Don’t worry. I’ll talk to Kalem. We’ll figure something out. Now go or you’ll be late for your makeover session.”
“Low income people, like me?” I answered. My stomach growled. Didn’t these people believe in breaking for lunch?
He obviously heard it and grinned. “Poor thing. You’re starving. They’ll look after you downstairs, dear.”
I knew where the salon was. It was on the main floor just off the lobby and only for Kalem’s models. I’d often seen them come out of the salon and I’d envy their beauty, their hair, and perfect makeup and wished I could be half as gorgeous.
“Ah, here’s our newbie. Hi, Danea.” The receptionist placed a checkmark on a blocked out page with only one name on it. Mine. “Come with me. We’ll start with electrolysis.”
“Could I go and get a bite to eat first?”
“Oh, I’m sorry. You came straight from the studio, right? I’ll order something in for you. My name’s Helen, by the way. You’ll be seeing a lot of me from now on, and our other staff, of course. Kalem asked for a rush on you so we have you slotted for the whole afternoon, and perhaps even part of the evening.”
“Pierre, this is Danea, Kalem’s latest acquisition.”
A tall man approached, gray hair drawn back into a ponytail, and a handsome pleasant face. His eyes twinkled when he smiled and greeted me. I guessed him to be in his late forties. “Ah, fresh clay for us to shape and mold into a work of art. Welcome, Danea. We’ll start with electrolysis.”
I hated the electrolysis. I didn’t have bushy eyebrows, so why it was necessary to tweak them was beyond me. I hated the waxing even more, especially when they waxed my pubic area. It was damned painful and extremely embarrassing to be lying there with my legs spread wide while a strange woman spread the lips, down there, and applied the wax, hovering dangerously close to my clit. Minutes later, she actually held the lips while she removed the wax. I couldn’t help but feel horny, especially when the girl pulled the skin tight around my clit. She didn’t bat an eyelid. I guess she was used to seeing come trickle down a woman’s slit. Without showing any expression, she reached for a wipe and gently dabbed between my folds. Good God, she even waxed between my bum cheeks.
I was glad that part was over. My legs and armpits were next.
“You’re fortunate. You have very fine hair on your legs and none on your arms and face,” she told me. Her name was Jennifer, and I guess I’d have to get used to Jennifer playing with my private parts as she told me I was to do this regularly.
The mask felt pleasant on my face. While it was tightening my pores, my personal stylist, Hans, worked on my hair.
“We’re not going to cut much off, darling. You have absolutely gorgeous hair,” Hans said.
At that point, I didn’t care what they did. I just wanted to get it over and done with. I closed my eyes and didn’t open them again until he put me under the dryer.
Somewhere in between, I’d managed to eat the salad Helen brought me. I sipped my coffee and glanced at the large clock. It was after seven. 
Before Hans finished my hair, Dot removed the mask and started to apply makeup. I found it rather useless because I wasn’t going anywhere. As she worked on my face, she showed me what I had to do in order to apply it myself.
“You’ll get to take home a complete makeup kit,” Dot said. “Before a show and any special occasions, we do the girls’ makeup and hair, but in between, you have to take care of it yourself.”
Hans finished my hair. The woman gazing at me from the mirror, hardly resembled Danea Fitzgerald. I couldn’t believe it was me. The transformation was phenomenal. I actually looked beautiful and was sure I could compete with any of Kalem’s gorgeous models.
I was done and eager to go home. Do I tip them? Before I had a chance to wonder more, Helen gave me the answer. “Kalem tips us handsomely, especially for a specialty job like this one. Remember, when you spot hair growth, you come to the salon immediately.”
“Do I need to phone for an appointment first?”
“For a touch up, no. For a complete waxing, yes. You’ll need to have that done on a regular basis. Don’t worry. Our schedule is flexible since we’re not open to the public. We only serve Kalem’s harem.”
“Cute. So I’m a member of his harem now.”
Helen laughed. “Stay on his good side and you’ll be fine. Sheldon arranged for the company limo to drive you home with your new wardrobe. The limo should be waiting for you.”
The neighborhood I lived in wasn’t sleazy, but neither was it upscale New York. I felt weird as it pulled up in front of my old apartment building. I had a sense of not belonging there anymore. Overnight, I was moving up in the world.
“I’ll have to make several trips, Miss,” the chauffeur said, his arms laden with clothing.
“Sorry, there’s no elevator. I’m on the second floor. I can carry some.”
“Absolutely not.”
I was glad my apartment was on the second floor. If the poor man would have had to go all the way to the sixth, he might have allowed me to carry some of the bags at least.
He had to make eight trips. I offered him a coffee, but he declined politely, touched his cap and bid me a good night.
I looked at the massive amount of clothing, boxes filled with shoes, purses and other accessories strewn throughout my living and dining room. I definitely needed to look for a larger apartment, if not for myself, at least one so I’d have room for my suddenly huge wardrobe.
I should have been hungry, but I wasn’t. I automatically started to make coffee then changed my mind. I poured a glass of red wine instead and went to my bedroom to stand before the mirror. Though I was only wearing the tights and top I’d put on that morning, I felt glamorous and sophisticated. I admired my long hair hanging loose in shimmering golden waves. Hans had only trimmed the ends, styled it, and highlighted. It made a huge difference. My hair was normally a sandy blonde. It looked almost platinum. The makeup brought out the contours of my face, the eye makeup made my eyes look bigger and accenting their color. He’d delicately shaped my eyebrows. As I stood admiring the new me, my confidence slowly built within me.
I sipped the last of my wine just as the buzzer announced a visitor. I knew it was Shannon. I pushed the button to let her in the front door downstairs and went to my door to wait for her.
She came bounding up the stairs, two treads at a time and stopped suddenly when she saw me standing in the open doorway.
“My God, girlfriend. Is that really you?”
“I think it is.”
“You look absolutely fabulous!”
“Thanks. Come inside before the neighbors start complaining.”
I refilled my glass and poured a glass of wine for Shannon. “It still feels surreal.”
“What’s all this?”
“Clothes. He wants me dressed in his designs at all times, except for modeling lessons. I have to wear tights and a top for that. Tomorrow will be a full day in the studio. I probably won’t get a chance to wear any of them until I’ve had my crash course in modeling.”
Shannon made room on the couch and sat. “Tell me everything, from when you got there this morning until now.”
I sat cross-legged on the floor close to her and while sipping my wine told her about my day. I left out the part where Kalem told me to strip, how he’d examined my body, and slapped me on the butt.
“I’m so jealous,” Shannon said. “How much progress have you made with the man of your dreams?”
I didn’t meet her eyes. “None. I’m not even sure I want to get involved with him now. Sure, he’s a hunk, but it’s not good to get involved with one’s boss.”
“You’re hedging around something. Tell me the truth? You’ve really got the hots for him now, right?”
“No more than before.” Another lie. Just thinking about him made me ache with a fiery lust and a longing I couldn’t quite place. “Shannon, I think it could be dangerous to get involved with him.” Now I was voicing some of my deep down fear of involvement with Kalem.
“Dangerous how?”
“It could lead to a broken heart. I don’t see him as the serious type. Women are toys to him.”
“What makes you think that?”
“My gut.”
“Hell, woman. Ride the rollercoaster while it lasts. Just don’t allow yourself to fall in love with him.”
“He’s not interested in me that way.”
“So you say.”
How could I tell her that him feeling my body all over was not sexual, but had to do with his art, his designs. And that he’d humiliated me by smacking me soundly on my ass. Humiliated? Is that what I call it now? Did I really feel humiliated? I had to be honest with myself. I’d rather enjoyed the sudden smack, the sensations, the reaction it caused within me, and real deep down, I almost wished he’d smacked me again, and again.
“Have you phoned your mother yet?”
“No. I want to finish my training first and be more established before I do.”
“Why? You signed a contract for a year. Is there a trial period?”
“It didn’t say anywhere in either contract.” It did say in the modeling contract that disobedience could cause dismissal. Again, I couldn’t tell Shannon. She and I always shared everything. Now, I kept my mouth shut about my turbulent feelings for Kalem and his overbearing behavior. From what she’d told me about her own sexual adventures, a man had never treated her that way. Her lectures wouldn’t end and I wasn’t about to invite one now. If Kalem was interested in me, desired me, he surely would have taken advantage of me that morning.
After another glass of wine, we had fun examining all the new clothes and trying them on, until Shannon’s cell phone buzzed announcing a text message.
“It’s Mark. He’s waiting out front.”
“Oh? Doesn’t he want to come up?”
“No. He has to get up early.”
“So do I. I guess I should go to bed. Night, girlfriend.” I hugged her and closed the door behind her a few minutes later. Leaning against it for a moment, I almost hated the thought of having to cleanse my face.
I used the special wipes I found in the makeup kit. It took the makeup off easily and I was again plain Jane. Not quite. As I gazed at my face in the mirror, I noticed a difference, an air of confidence, and my eyes sparkled with life. 
I crawled into bed and couldn’t help but dwell on Kalem’s hands on my body, on my nipples, on my pubic area. My fingers stole down to my clit. I pressed on the hard nub and came almost instantly.
I woke at least a dozen times through the night. Each time, I struggled out of a dream that involved Kalem in some way.
 
 
Chapter Three
 
 
When the alarm went off, I fought my way out of the last dream—or perhaps I should call it a nightmare? Kalem had horns—he was the devil and he was holding out a contract for me to sign. Damn, was that what I’d done? Had I invited the devil into my life?
I rushed my shower then made my first attempt at styling my hair. Makeup was next. I wasn’t green at putting on makeup. I used to wear some, just not as much as I was expected to now. I inspected my final handiwork and decided it would have to do. It wasn’t quite as professional, but knew I’d learn eventually. I also decided wearing makeup every single day was going to get boring. The fun in wearing it and dressing up was to show people a different side of myself. If I looked the same every day, no one would notice any difference unless I suddenly wore none, which was going to be the case on weekends when I usually just wanted to vegetate.
I doubted I’d see Kalem during the next couple of weeks unless I ran into him by accident or if he called for me, which I doubted he would. In four weeks, at the show, it would probably be the first time I’d see him again. My stomach knotted just thinking about it so I concentrated on my breakfast and coffee. I had tons of time. Starting at ten in the morning was a bonus.
I took my coffee to the balcony. Leaning on the railing, I gazed at the busy traffic below, people rushing to get to work on time or catching a bus. It was a glorious day. It was really too bad I’d have to spend it indoors. Summer didn’t last long enough and weather permitting, I liked to spend as much of it as I could outdoors—going to the park, swimming, biking, or just going for walks.
I was just about to go inside and leave for work when I saw the limo pull up. Special treatment or does he send a limo for all his models? I gathered my shoulder bag, stuffed the high heels into it, and just as the buzzer rang, was ready to leave.
I greeted Charlie, the chauffeur. He touched his cap. “I could have caught the bus like I usually do,” I told him.
“Orders from the boss, Miss. You are to be driven to and from work.”
I climbed into the limo. After Charlie pulled away from the curb, I asked him, “Does he do this for all the models?”
“Yes, Miss.”
I felt a pang of disappointment—no special treatment after all. It was stupid of me to have expected it. Even more dumb was to continue harboring even the slightest hope that he was interested in me beyond my sketches and modeling. A girl can dream. I’ll just drool quietly. Not sure if I’m into the smacking part anyway or if I even really want to be involved with such a control freak.
 
The next weeks were grueling. Sheldon worked me hard but seemed satisfied with my progress. If I thought the weekend would be mine, I quickly learned it wasn’t. I wondered if that involved overtime and tried to remember if I’d read anything about it in the contract—as if it really mattered. My pay was so high, it allowed for extra time I put in. I didn’t dare complain. I wondered why he was rushing me for this fashion show. Was I to be the new attraction? Did it even work like that for fashion shows? Sure, some models attained fame, graced the covers of magazines, even got asked to pose for famous magazines. I wasn’t at all convinced I wanted to be that famous, and less sure I would become so. Grace the midsections of magazines? Yikes.
After three weeks, I had to have another waxing treatment and more electrolysis.
What came next was completely unexpected and I thought highly unnecessary as no one in the audience could see that part of me.
With a towel wrapped around me, Helen led me to a small room.
“Remove the towel and lie on the table,” she told me.
It looked like a doctor’s office. “I have to be examined?”
Helen giggled. “No. Kalem likes his models to have piercings.”
“My ears are pierced already, three holes in each lobe.”
“Not your ears, honey.” She left the room, closing the door behind her. 
It soon opened again and a man wearing a white doctor’s jacket entered. He was in his mid-thirties and quite handsome with short blond hair and gray eyes. When he examined me, I automatically swung an arm over my breasts.
“No need to be shy. I do this all the time. My name’s John. I do all the piercings for the girls.”
“I’m Danea. What are you going to pierce?” I’d expected him to tell me my bellybutton, my nipples, but shocked me.
“Your clit.”
“What? Okay, I draw the line at that.”
“Would you like to tell Kalem yourself? I’ll get a phone for you.”
My heart went into overdrive. “Will it hurt?” I asked in a squeaky voice.
“A little. Kalem asked for a ring. Later, if there’s enough time between shows, he wants your nipples and bellybutton done, too. I need to examine you first to see if your clitoris is suitable for piercing. Not everyone’s is. Draw your legs up and open them wide.”
Oh man, pretend he’s a doctor, Danea. Close your eyes and let him do his thing.
“The needle goes through the piece of skin that covers your clitoris, the hood.”
His pulled my lips apart with his fingers. I felt him work my clit until it throbbed and hardened. I imagined Kalem doing that instead of a stranger, yet the idea of this handsome man playing with me, turned me on as well. He continued to work my clit until I thought it would burst.
“Beautiful. You’re a perfect for this. Now, hold your breath for a moment and don’t move.”
I felt a sharp stab, a moment of intense pain and couldn’t stop the scream. My legs trembled, but as fast as the pain had attacked, it subsided.
“I’m now inserting a sixteen-gauge, eighteen carat gold, captured bead ring horizontally through the hood.”
I felt him dabbing and dared to open my eyes. He gazed intently at my genitals, his focus was obviously on my clit and the ring. I felt a slight movement as he applied some salve from a small jar. My clit still throbbed and was hard, my labia swollen and hot. 
He grinned up at me. “All done. I’ll show you.” Reaching behind, he produced a mirror and held it between my legs. “Doesn’t it look beautiful? You won’t even realize it’s there. You were very good. Some girls do carry on.”
I gazed at my cleft, my protruding clit and the gold ring. It looked quite exotic.
“You’re very beautiful, Danea. If it weren’t for the contract I signed, I’d ask you out for a date.”
His fingers ran up and down my cleft, felt my vagina briefly. “This will be next.”
“I thought I was done?”
“Not quite. Kalem requested your labia, outer and inner, be pierced as well. I’ll do the inner labia first. It’s quite small so I’ll use small rings.”
I squealed again as he pierced both small inner flaps of flesh. But the sting was brief. My clit continued to throb and I was mortified when I climaxed and a trickle of my juices slithered down my crack. He didn’t bat an eyelid and wiped me.
The piercing of my outer labia hurt—or labia majora as John called it. “I hope this room is soundproof,” I said through clenched teeth. “Do all the girls have these?”
“Yes.”
“I don’t see the purpose of it. I’m not going to be modeling this part of me.”
“I haven’t asked for explanations, so in all honesty, I can’t tell you. This is all for now. Your other piercings will come later. Look.” He held the mirror between my legs and carefully pulled my outer lips far apart.
I saw my gaping vagina, the two small flaps with their tiny rings on each. The gold sparkled brightly against the pink of my inner flesh. He let go of the outer lips and I saw two, fairly thick gold rings at the base on each side. He put the mirror down and fiddled with the lips. I thought he was just salving these rings, but when he held the mirror up again each set had a tiny lock attached to it.
“My God. Is he assuring I won’t sleep around and get pregnant?”
“That’s my take on it. In the past, he’s lost models due to pregnancy and after they’ve had a child, he doesn’t want them anymore.”
“It’s barbaric,” I muttered, still gazing at my locked pussy. “Surely I get a key? Although how the hell I can open the locks, is beyond me. I hate to ask you this, but how do I insert a tampon?”
“There is enough room between the two sets to allow for that, but not enough room to allow anything bigger than a finger to enter. Only Kalem has the keys.”
I almost died when as an example he swiftly entered his finger into my gushing opening. I noticed his expression was intense, his gaze hot on my body. He moved his finger back and forth a couple of times and quickly withdrew. I was sure he would have loved to continue, but he didn’t dare.
“As you can see, a penis cannot gain access anymore. I’ll see you soon for your other piercings, Danea. All the best with your first show. The girls will give you instructions on how to keep the piercings clean. You shouldn’t feel any discomfort and if you keep the area clean, no infection. It’s not advisable to have sex for a few months although some women have told me they had sex a few weeks later and it didn’t bother them or the piercings.”
“I thought all the models had the same? Don’t all have the locks?”
“I have other clients,” he said with a smile.
I saw him adjust his crotch before he opened the door and realized he had a hard-on.
I quickly dressed and hurried to the parking where I knew the limo would be waiting for me.
Time flew and I sometimes wondered vaguely what had happened to the design part of my jobs. At night I was so exhausted I didn’t have the inclination or desire to touch my sketchbook. It was as if my creative muse had gone on holidays. Each evening I came home, I welcomed my hot bath to relax my aching feet each evening and went to bed early most nights. My rest was often disturbed by the repeating dream of Kalem the devil.
Sheldon kept me so busy, I rarely had time to examine my decisions during the day. The evenings were a different matter. What had caused me to agree to a modeling career? The money? The desire to be noticed by him? I longed to see him, to hear his voice, but merely caught glimpses of him when entering or leaving the building.
 
Tomorrow was the big day. Today, Thursday, was fitting day. Is he going to be present for that? 
No such luck. I felt like a fish out of water among the chattering models who all seemed to know each other quite well. Sheldon was flitting about and so were several seamstresses.
“Here are your clothes, Danea. You’ll start with this one.” He handed me a light blue winter dress and hung the others on a rack. “Hurry up and put it on so the seamstress can make last minute adjustments.”
The dress wasn’t one of my designs. I’d really hoped to see some of mine, but I guess it was too early for that. I slipped the dress on, its soft cashmere a caress on my skin. It fit me perfectly, as if it were made just for me. Maybe it had been. It was really a very simple dress, long fitted sleeves, a scoop neckline that stopped in soft folds at just the right spot on my breasts, the skirt reached about six inches above my knees. The back was the eye catcher. Braided silk crisscrossed my back from side to side. Back? There was virtually no back until just below the top of my bum crack. Sexy? Hell yeah. Wear it in public? Hell no.
A seamstress approached and asked me to step onto a small stool. I could hardly believe that she pinned, tucked, and pinned some more. Mirrors surrounded me so I could see myself from every angle. She hadn’t touched the back.
“Eh, the back is a tad low,” I suggested. “You can see part of my butt.”
“It’s perfect and just the way Kalem wants it. He designed this dress especially for you.”
“Really? I’m not sure I want to wear it if you can’t hide my butt.”
“I wouldn’t argue with the boss, dear, if you want to last in this game.”
“Mm, it isn’t too bad I suppose.”
“A G-string bikini shows a lot more butt. This is nothing. Take it off, please.”
Carefully, I wriggled out of the dress so the pins wouldn’t scratch me. I quickly donned the silk robe and waited for Sheldon to tell me which one to try on next. I glanced at the other models who paraded around shamelessly in just their G-string panties. They weren’t bothered that Sheldon was there. There was a lot I had to get used to. He eventually came to me.
“This one is next, darling. I must say that blue dress looked heavenly on you. Sexy as hell. Drop the robe, hon. I’ll help you get into this one.”
A jolt shot through me. Sheldon was gay, but the idea of standing naked in front of him, turned me on. Weird. Even if he weren’t gay, he wasn’t my type so why was I hot and bothered suddenly? 
“Oh, darling, your panties won’t do at all for this dress. You need to wear a G-string.”
“Oh. I didn’t know.”
“Always, always wear G-string panties for a show. I’ll get you some.”
He hurried away. While he was gone, I scrutinized the other models. I felt fat. They all seemed incredibly skinny. Do they eat at all?
“Hurry up, darling. We don’t have all day. Take your panties off,” Sheldon muttered.
“Where can I change?”
“Where? Right here. No room for shame in this business.”
I quickly slipped my panties down and stepped out of them. His gaze never traveled to my exposed cleft. It didn’t interest him, but it still made me feel very uncomfortable. Just as quickly, I stepped into the tiny thong and pulled it up.
“That’s better. Now the dress.”
It was full length and black. Made from a lacy material and adorned with shimmering embroidered vines—it was quite exotic. It was also very sheer. Again, the sleeves were long and fitted. A slave collar studded with rhinestones graced my neck its rhinestone D-ring hanging just below the hollow between my collarbones. The dress opened from there exposing a lot of skin right down to my pubes. The dress clung to me as if magnetized. Matching black high heels studded with rhinestones complemented the dress.
Sheldon helped me up on the stool then stepped back. “Stunning. You’re going to wow the audience in this dress, darling.”
The same seamstress approached me. She adjusted the dress here and there but didn’t pin anything. “It’s perfect,” she said. “No alterations for this one.”
I looked at my reflection in all the mirrors. My heart raced. My God, I’m supposed to display myself like this before an audience? Do people even buy such a dress? Yes, they do. I remembered seeing pictures of movie stars in their shocking outfits at the award galas.
“Isn’t she a knockout? Kalem outdid himself,” Sheldon said, turning to the seamstress.
I noticed pride in his tone. “How long have you worked for him?” 
“All my life, doll. That’s a joke. Actually, I’ve known Kalem since we were kids.”
One of the vine leaves barely hid my cleft. Strings of rhinestones held the two front panels in place. Two smaller leaves covered my nipples, but I might as well have paraded around naked. A vine circled from my thigh up to my buttocks and partially covered my bum crack.
I caught some of the models staring at me. Was that envy I read on their faces? That’s all I needed, a bunch of jealous women eying me as if they’d seen a boa constrictor.
It was really a beautiful gown but to me, it was more suitable for the bedroom. Sheldon was already unfastening the clasp on the collar and helping me out of the gown. He handed me the third one and rushed off to assist someone else. I gathered I could get into this one myself.
The material was so fine, it seemed spun from pure silver. I stepped into it almost afraid to tear the fragile cloth and pulled it up. The back, again, was completely bare to just below my butt crack. The top was strapless, the bra cups so low, they almost left my nipples exposed. I could never walk in this dress without it slipping down. I tried to tug it up, but was again afraid it would tear. A fine pattern was spun throughout the material. A metal rhinestone studded band just below my knees supported the flared bottom. It was really exquisite, but again, suitable for the bedroom. It was even more see-through than the black had been. I might as well wear nothing.
Sheldon joined me. “Oh, this is beyond stunning. Wait until I add the final touch. Hold your arms out, hon.”
It looked like a leather harness but it was made from a very soft silver metal that bent easily. Rhinestones studded the collar I wore around my neck and again a D-ring dangled from the front of it. The harness resembled an open cup bra. My breasts were encased securing the silver material to stretch tightly around the globes. A wide band beneath my breasts fastened at the back. Small beautifully ornate hooks secured the harness to the top of the bra cups. The tight wide strap beneath my breasts fastened at the back with a jeweled clasp, as did the collar. All the leather straps had been adorned with rhinestones. It was gorgeous, outlandishly sexy, but stunningly beautiful at the same time. I slipped into the matching silver high heels. Sheldon danced around me yelling at everyone to look at the highlight of the show. All faces turned to look at me—fourteen pairs of envious eyes examined me from head to toe.
I inspected my reflection in the mirrors surrounding me and had never felt so sexy in my life as I did at that moment. It was beyond stunning. It was as if I’d stepped out of a sci-fi or a fantasy movie. Why had Kalem designed those dresses for me? Why was he determined to expose all parts of my body right away? I couldn’t help but feel a thrill as I looked at my breasts and nipples. The gossamer fabric might as well not been there. It almost looked as if my boobs had been spray painted with silver. My nipples were hard and I was afraid if I coughed, they’d pierce the fabric. I’d seen pictures of some of his outlandish designs, but never any as gorgeous as these, or as revealing and sexy. I realized why I’d had to have a complete wax job .
“No alterations necessary,” the seamstress said.
I took one more look at my reflection. My dark nipples were so clearly visible, my breasts swelling above the harness with plenty of cleavage in between. The G-string Sheldon handed me at least hid my clit, but my butt crack was very visible, too. If I thought the black dress was revealing and I might as well go naked, this one was more so. It was so damn exotic, it even turned me on just gazing at myself in the mirrors.
Sheldon helped me out of the harness. “You’ll need a silver thong to wear under this,” he said and scribbled on his notepad. “The limo will pick you up at noon tomorrow to take you to the salon. The show is at four. Don’t bother with your hair or makeup tomorrow morning and rest up. I’m sure you’re nervous, darling.”
“Just slightly.”
“Darling, have a few glasses of wine tonight to relax. Tomorrow is a big day for you.”
I stepped out of the dress. The seamstress took it from me carefully. How did one even wear such a dress? I was sure it would be ruined after one evening out. It was like wearing a cobweb. I dressed quickly into my suddenly drab clothing and headed out, along with some of the other models. No one had bothered to introduce themselves to me. Remembering the envious looks darting my way, did I expect anything else? I followed the others down to parking where I guessed the limo was waiting for me. There were several limos waiting. I noticed at least seven models getting into one before it drove off. Models piled into the second one.
Charles got out of the third car and opened the door for me. Why did I ride alone? Was it because of the area I lived in? Probably. I wondered who the audience would consist of tomorrow. Movie stars? I felt a thrill at that thought. Maybe I’d get to meet some of the rich and famous.
I stepped out of the limo, told Charles goodbye and hurried up to my apartment.
I threw my shoulder bag onto a chair and kicked my shoes off. It was hot in the apartment, so I stripped down to my panties. While I filled my wine glass I considered going to the pool for a swim. I remembered what Hans told me. Never go swimming in a chlorinated pool without protecting your hair. It could affect the color. Well, it had been only a thought. Relaxing in the free corner of the couch, I turned the TV on.
The news hardly interested me. My mind was on the events of that day. I think I finally realized Kalem’s behavior that first day had been a test to see if I’d object to wearing his risqué gowns. The gowns I was given were almost beyond risqué but positively stunning. My protest that morning had been a feeble one. I could have flatly refused and walked away. Sure, I’d have broken my contract, but what could he do—demand the money he’d paid me for my designs back? Sue me? For what?
I was acting out of character. Usually I was a strong individual and stubborn. Was I really behaving out of character? Deep within me was a craving for the wild, for the exotic. Didn’t every woman have such deep down desires? How many got to act on them? All I’d needed was a little push and the opportunity.
The silver dress—oh, my God! I closed my eyes and visualized it, imagined myself on the catwalk wearing it, a thousand faces following my every move. A thousand? I had no idea how big the audience would be. From some of the conversation I’d picked up, it was a private fashion show. Invitation only.
Shannon phoned. “Danny, what do you get to wear?”
“Three beautiful gowns, blue, black and silver.”
“Oh, I bet they’re gorgeous. I hope I get to see pictures. Was he there?”
“Who?”
“Don’t act stupid, goof.”
“No, he wasn’t.”
“Describe the dresses?”
“I described them but left out the see-through part.” I had no idea why I couldn’t talk to Shannon about any of the naughty bits. She was by no means an angel. She described her sexual adventures to me and was by no means a prude—far from it. Actually, Shannon would have probably been a better fit for the modeling position. She was brazen, a flirt, and didn’t mind showing some skin. I thought her incredibly beautiful with her jet-black hair, blue eyes, creamy skin and voluptuous body. Whenever we’d gone out together, men fell all over her and generally ignored me. She was a daredevil and game for anything. Given the opportunity, she’d flaunt her wares happily and especially liked showing off her large breasts.
I recalled the last time she’d convinced me to go on a blind date with her and her date. The man, Rick, was attractive and Shannon’s date, a guy called Darren, ended up taking us to his penthouse late that night. He had a hot tub. Shamelessly, the men and Shannon had stripped and sat naked in the tub. No amount of coaxing convinced me to take off my bra and panties. Shannon made out with Darren right in front of us. Rick had tried, but I shied away from him. I wasn’t into one-night stands. I’d watched Shannon with fascination, how she unabashed fucked her date by sitting on his lap, his hands and mouth all over her breasts. It had turned me on, but not enough to make me want to have a stranger screw me. By the time they’d finally stopped and gotten out of the tub, I’d almost turned into a prune. Rick was bored with me and made it obvious, especially when he joined Shannon and Darren on the floor and I got to witness a threesome. I envied Shannon her shamelessness, but I never longed to be that promiscuous. When they finally passed out, I called a taxi and went home.
The next day, Shannon called me and gave me no amount of shit. “Girlfriend, that’s the last time I’ll arrange a blind date for you.”
I didn’t care. I truly longed for a relationship, not for flings or one-night stands. Mark was the only one Shannon had dated exclusively for quite a while. Maybe she was finally settling down.
I pictured the silver gown again, swaying to the music as I walked out to face the audience, and my pussy ached, my clit throbbed. I spread my legs and stroked myself. My pussy felt weird, naked. I placed my thumb on my clit. It didn’t take long before I came. I stroked the baby soft skin between my legs. It still felt strange, but nice at the same time.
My wine glass was empty so I stood to fill it. I took it to the bedroom and set it on my nightstand. After peeling my panties off, I sat on the floor at the foot of my bed facing the mirror. I pulled my knees up and spread them. My breasts were hard, the nipples like tiny pebbles begging for attention. I pinched each one and massaged my breasts. While gazing at my reflection, focusing on my pussy, I stroked it. It looked so strange, so baby bare, yet so alluring and pink. The flesh between was moist and a dusty rose color. I’d never pleasured myself like that. I tried to picture Kalem doing it to me, his hand between my legs, his mouth on my nipple, and my come burst loose soaking my hand. I sat breathing heavily and gazing at my clit, my opening, the fragile flesh between my pussy lips, until my heart resumed a normal rhythm and my libido subsided.
I retrieved my glass of wine and after washing my hands, returned to the living room and tried to concentrate on TV. It was only after another glass of wine I finally dozed off, still curled up in the corner of the couch.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Four
 
 
I was almost used to getting naked. After a facial, my hair in rollers, one of the girls took me to a cubicle and told me to strip and lie down on a table. I thought I was being treated to a massage. Instead, the young woman rubbed my whole body with what felt like fine sandpaper. Then she applied a lotion over every inch. After waiting a few minutes, she told me to follow her and led me to a cubicle.
“Stand on the half moon,” she told me.
“What’s this for?” I asked.
“Spread your legs as wide as you can. It’s mystic spray tanning. Orders from Kalem.”
“Oh? How long until it dries?”
“It’ll give you a glowing tan in five minutes. Here, let me put a shower cap on your head. Close your eyes and spread your fingers. Also, during the spraying, bend over with your legs spread as wide as possible.”
“Really? How long does the tan last?”
“About a week, if you don’t bathe right away and don’t go swimming except in fresh water. Chlorine and salt water cause the tan to fade faster.”
“Oh. Will he want this each time?”
“Not necessarily. You’re the only model he requested it for.”
“I hope it’s even. I’ve seen some nasty fake tans.”
“Don’t worry. I do this all the time. I’ve never created a spotty woman.”
She hadn’t been kidding. I’d never really tanned and never used a tanning booth because of the dangers tanning presented. Whenever I went swimming, I applied the highest protection possible. When I looked at myself in the full-length mirror, just outside the booth, I gasped. My eyes contrasted sharply against my tanned face. In no time, I’d acquired a beautiful, golden tan. It had also made my nipples and aureole darken to a chocolate brown. Even my pussy lips were tanned and that made my slit show more vividly. My clit throbbed again beneath the little tuft of pubic hair shaped into a beautiful thin line and trimmed fairly short.
I sat up, grabbed the towel and draped it around myself before getting off the table. I walked to the door and Helen rushed to meet me.
“Good, you’re done. Makeup is waiting for you. You have to be ready in half an hour. Not much time.”
She led me to a waiting chair and walked away muttering under her breath about Kalem and his unexpected orders. I understood her exasperation. 
We were all ready. I followed the other women out of the salon, gratified they’d all worn casual clothing, like mine. That time, I got to ride in a limo with seven other girls. “My name’s Danea Fitzgerald,” I introduced myself.
I got a few lame hellos. The others ignored me. One girl, a beautiful African-American, was the only one who introduced herself. 
“Hi, Danea. I’m Odette.”
I smiled. “How long have you modeled for Kalem?” I asked.
“About eighteen months. He’s a good boss to work for, as long as you do as you’re told. I’m getting married soon, so I’ll have to find work elsewhere. Kalem doesn’t like his models to be married.”
“Is that so? No worry for me there. I don’t even have a boyfriend.” Not that I wanted one, especially with all the metal between my legs and a locked pussy. I badly wanted to ask Odette about her sex life, but hell, I had just met the woman.
“You’re very lucky, Danea.”
“Lucky?”
“For Kalem to have noticed you and hired you on the spot. You weren’t even a model to start with. We’ve all had a tough road to get where we are right now. You fell right into a bowl of whipping cream, so to speak.”
“I guess it’s a bit of a fairytale. I’m still completely unsure of modeling and myself. It was never my vocation. My dream was, and still is, to be a fashion designer. Kalem hired me for his design team, before he decided I should model.”
“I don’t blame him. You’re gorgeous, absolute perfection.” She lowered her voice. “The other girls are very jealous.”
“I’ve noticed.”
“Especially because Kalem chose you to model his three personal designs.”
“I don’t know why. I hardly know him and he hardly knows me. He doesn’t even know if I’ll be successful at modeling.”
“He’s got a sharp eye. He wouldn’t have chosen you if he hadn’t thought you could perform for him.”
The fashion show was at a private estate. I had no idea where we were. The mansion was beautiful, stately and huge. The chauffeurs ushered us up the steps and inside to a large ballroom. It was set up with a stage and a catwalk. Round tables covered with black tablecloths and set with sparkling crystal and silver flatware filled the ballroom. Waiters flitted about giving last minute touches to flowers or place settings. Each table setting had a name card behind the plate.
Huge chandeliers hung from the ceiling. Wall to wall glass doors opened to patios where I noticed more tables had been set up.
Odette caught up to me. “The funds collected from the ticket sales for this show is going to charity. Tons of big names here tonight from what I’ve heard.”
“Really?” My heart sped up. I hadn’t had time to become nervous, but looking at the fancy décor and all the tables, I felt flutters and nauseated. “I feel sick,” I muttered.
“I don’t doubt it. It’s all happened so fast for you. I have some antacids. I’ll give you some when we’re in the changing room.”
The change room was at the back of the ballroom beside the stage. It wasn’t overly big so it was very cluttered with the racks of clothing, the seamstress, Hans, Sheldon and us girls. “Kalem is not attending?” I asked Odette.
“Oh, don’t worry. He’ll be here. He very seldom comes into the changing room.”
Sheldon hurried toward me, my dresses draped over an arm, a bag in his other hand. “Hon, you look scrumptious enough to eat. Here are your dresses. Hang them on a rack near you. Start with the blue. You’ll find accessories in the bag.”
I was glad Odette stayed near me. I took my clothes off, my panties last. A few small spots of blood stained them. Odette’s gaze glued to the V at the top of my legs. Though I kept them tightly together as I searched for the matching panties to the dress, she noticed.
“Nice,” she said softly, gazing pointedly at my clit ring. Heat rushed to my face.
“Don’t worry. We’ve all had our share of piercings, although I didn’t get a clit ring.”
I looked at Odette’s beautiful, ebony body and noticed her bellybutton piercing and nipple rings. “What’s the purpose of it?”
“As you know, some of his designs are see-through. He claims clients like to see the pierced nipples and bellybuttons.”
“Mm, maybe male clients?”
“Probably. Who knows?” She grinned. “My fiancé doesn’t have any objections. He says it turns him on. I’ll be so glad when I receive the keys to my locks. I presume you got those, too?”
I nodded.
“I guess it’s kinda cool. I’ll be a virgin until my wedding night.”
“You are? How old are you?”
“I’m twenty. I was only eighteen when Kalem signed me.”
“Has he ever…I mean…does he—”
“No. He doesn’t have relations with any of his models, if that’s what you’re trying to ask,” Odette said, stopping me before I could ask the question.
I’d been correct in my assumption. It had all been a test.
“Girls, stop chatting. Odette, hurry up. You’re first. Danea, you’re last each round because you’re wearing Kalem’s exclusive designs, but hurry and get ready in case there’s a last minute glitch, girl.”
I’d almost forgotten I was still naked. I pulled the blue G-string out of the bag and put it on, followed by the shoes. The dress was next. I carefully let it slide over my head trying not to muss my hair. Hans was already by my side with a brush.
The wait seemed long before it was my turn. Sheldon had me standing by the door. I waited for the narrator to finish and Sheldon gave me a little nudge. I walked onto the stage. The music was loud, deafening. At first, I was blinded by the spotlight aimed at me, then I noticed a sea of faces waiting expectantly. I almost froze, then remembered Sheldon’s instructions. Phaze out. Pretend you’re there alone and modeling for the love of your life. I imagined Kalem among the faces. He was probably there, somewhere. I concentrated on him and stepped forward. I paused when I got back to the stage and swiveled several times, loud clapping overshadowed the music. Still doing the model walk, I swayed to the door and slipped through as another model slipped past me onto the stage. 
I let out a deep breath. Sheldon was beside me instantly.
“You did well. Matter of fact, if I didn’t know better, I’d swear you’d done this before. You’re a natural, darling. Now go and change. The black is next.”
I dug in the bag. No G-string to wear with the black dress. I slipped into it and waited for Sheldon to fasten the collar for me. “There’s no G-string,” I said.
“Nope. Or for the silver dress. Kalem ordered you’re to wear nothing under those two.”
“Better get used to it, babe,” Odette told me and winked.
I put on the high heels. Sheldon adjusted the dress here and there. When I stood before the mirror and Hans touched up my hair, the makeup girl dabbed at my face applying a more vivid color lipstick on my lips, I gazed at my reflection. I saw the shimmering of my new clit ring through the gauzy material. I had no choice, it was too late to back out now. Odette took off, dressed in a stunning red gown. Parts of it were see-through, and a low back showed part of her crack, the bodice barely covering her breasts and clung to her Amazon body. Not only was the gown stunning, so was she. I waited for her to finish and Sheldon pushed me through the door. Like before, I pretended my only audience was Kalem. How would I parade this dress for him? I smiled. Something I’d been told not to do. Loud clapping ensued. My heart hammered against my ribs as I made my way back, swiveled several times on the stage and walked gracefully to the door.
“Oh, my God, girl. You brought the building down,” Sheldon said.
“I didn’t notice.”
“Good. You’ll freeze if you start taking notice of the audience. Now go. Last dress and the highlight of the evening. I’ll be with you shortly.”
It was all so fast paced—I hardly had time to breathe. No G-string for that dress either, Sheldon had said. Damn, and this one was completely sheer from top to bottom. I stepped into the gossamer dress first and carefully pulled it up. I was scared stiff I’d tear the fragile fabric. Sheldon joined me and helped me into the silver harness. After I slipped the matching high heels on, he fastened a silver slave bracelet around both my wrists with a large ring dangling from each. He spun me to face the mirror.
“Oh, my God. I can’t go out there like this, Sheldon! You can see almost everything.”
“Darling, you think you can because you know you’re not wearing anything underneath. It’s not that bad.”
I knew he was lying to make me feel better. The lights were bright inside the change room and I could clearly make out my clit, my little tuft of dark pubic hair, and the gold clit ring. My nipples, so much darker because of the tan, were clearly visible and hard as a rock. The adrenaline coursed through me, my clit throbbing and swollen, my pussy lips were hot and engorging by the minute. I gazed at my back. Half my crack was visible above the material. Had the seamstress made it lower? And what was covered, might as well not have been.
“I might as well walk out there stark naked.”
“Get a grip, darling. You brought the house down with the black dress, just wait for the reaction to this one. Do what I told you. Pretend you’re modeling it for your lover.”
“I don’t have one.”
“Dammit, girl, pretend you have one. Don’t you drool over some movie star like most women?”
I wanted to revolt, and yet I felt excitement. I conjured Kalem’s face up in my mind and bolts of lightning shot through my body as if he was there, touching me. I could hardly breathe. My throat felt constricted as I waited. I froze when I had to go onto the stage. Sheldon pushed me hard and I almost stumbled through the door. The narrator’s voice was a droning sound. I barely heard what she said over the loud music and wondered vaguely if the audience could understand her. There were probably speakers throughout the ballroom.
“Go, darling, go. Think about that gorgeous lover waiting for you,” Sheldon urged from somewhere behind me.
I walked ahead, ignoring the spotlight, as it switched colors and followed me along the catwalk. I walked back, heard the whistles, the applause, the stomping of feet. Vaguely, I saw people standing up as they clapped and I made my way back to the stage. If I thought I was finished, I was mistaken. Who did I find waiting for me on the stage in his tight leather breeches, leather boots and wearing a white poet shirt slit to the waist? None other than Kalem. He had a whip in one hand and some sort of leather strap in the other. Joining me, he smiled down at me and clipped the leather strap to the ring on my collar. “Walk with me,” he said softly, but loud enough for me to hear.
He tugged slightly, holding the strap and swishing the whip. I followed him. I was absolutely dumbfounded by this unexpected turn of events. He walked slow, swishing the whip every few seconds. It seemed to take forever before we reached the end of the catwalk then turned and headed back to the stage. When we got there, he pulled at the collar forcing me down to my knees. Sheldon hadn’t been kidding when he said I’d bring the house down with this dress. I felt sick suddenly and utterly humiliated. Yet I was horny as blazes. Had he ever performed like that with his other models?
Kalem bowed. He tugged slightly at my collar and made me stand up. I inclined my head slightly as the applause continued. A full, bright white spotlight was trained on us. I was sure the audience could see right through my dress.
Walking backward to the door, Kalem ushered me through. Sheldon was waiting.
“My God, Kalem, you brought the house down with this gown,” he said.
“I think who was in it brought the house down. You’ll wear this dress during the reception, Danea.”
He expected me to walk among those people on full display? I shook my head and saw his eyes darken. I recalled his words, and the warnings I’d heard. Obey at all times. Okay. Who did I know here anyway? This was high society, they were people I’d never ever meet again. My face burned with shame. Kalem returned to the stage, but not until he told me, “I’ll see you later. Don’t leave with the other girls.”
I noticed all the models wore the last dress they’d shown. Some were risqué, but none as revealing as mine.
“You were great, girlfriend,” Odette said. “I don’t know if I would have dared.”
“I’ve been told by Kalem and quite a few others that to disobey Kalem is to get fired in a hurry.”
“Yes. Our contracts states it and we signed to that effect. I still don’t know if I would have dared.”
“I made up my mind when I realized I don’t know any of those people and they don’t know me. I’ll never see any of them again.”
“Your pictures will be all over the internet.”
I hadn’t thought of that. “The only one I’d be concerned about is my mother and she doesn’t have a computer. Has Kalem ever performed like that with any of his models?”
“Not as far as I know. He usually speaks after the show, but he’s never joined anyone on the catwalk. It’s quite unusual.”
“I felt like a goddamn slave.”
“Well, darling, you’ve heard of bondage, I presume?” Sheldon joined us.
“Yes, but—”
“That was the whole concept behind the black dress and this one.”
“I got that picture when he led me down the catwalk as if I were a pet.”
“You’d be surprised how many of the elite are into BDSM. There are dozens private clubs and they more than likely practice it in the privacy of their bedrooms. I bet orders tonight will hit an all-time high and each will want a dress exclusively designed for their woman, or in some cases, women. But come, they’ll be serving dinner soon.”
Dinner? I doubted I could get a bite down my throat. I followed Odette and Sheldon to the ballroom. Sheldon led the way and stopped at Kalem’s table. “You’ll sit with Kalem, darling.” He pulled the chair out for me and I sat stiffly next to my supposed master.
The people at Kalem’s table were all men, no women. They ogled me, gazes glued to my breasts. I felt terribly exposed, but managed to nod in acknowledgement as Kalem introduced me. “Gentlemen, my newest protégé, Danea Fitzgerald. A toast to her first show and a marvelous performance.”
“I hate you,” I whispered tight-lipped from behind my glass of wine.
“You loved every minute of it,” he retorted as he sipped his wine.
I drank mine fast—too fast. A waiter hovered nearby and quickly refilled my glass. I downed the second glass, too. A languor entered me, almost an acceptance of what had occurred. It was over and the show had been a raging success. All due to me, according to Kalem, although I’m sure it would have been a success without me. I listened as he told the men how he’d discovered me and designed the three dresses especially for me. I should feel flattered. From what Odette had told me, he’d never lavished that kind of attention on any new model.
Dinner was prime rib roast with garlic-mashed potatoes and a medley of fancy vegetables. When the delectable aroma of the meat and gravy entered my nostrils, I actually felt the first pangs of hunger. The wine had settled my nerves and stomach. While I ate, I wished Odette could have sat at our table. I felt a little lost among so many men. I counted six besides Kalem. Three of them were older men, the other three in their late thirties or early forties. 
I declined dessert and had another glass of wine. By then, I felt slightly giddy and I couldn’t help but get turned on by the lust I read in the other men’s eyes. I absorbed their admiration of my body like I was drinking the sweetest nectar. Shame no longer bothered me. Instead I felt something I’d never had, pride at my appearance, pride at my body.
Kalem leaned toward me. “You need to slow down with the wine or I’ll have to carry you out of here.”
I set my glass on the table and drank water instead. He was right. It was hard enough walking on the very high heels without being tipsy. The evening progressed much too slow. Now the show was over, I just wanted to go home and get out of the much-too-revealing dress.
Kalem finally excused us from the table. “Gentlemen, it’s been wonderful, as always. It’s time for us to leave. Danea’s had a long grueling day and so have I. Goodnight.”
That time he pulled the chair out for me as I stood and, taking me by the arm, he guided me out of the ballroom. The men rose as we walked away and I swayed my hips seductively reveling in the thought I’d probably made them all horny as hell. I giggled. Their wives or lady friends would have a good time that night.
“What’s funny?” Kalem asked.
“Nothing.”
“Are you in the habit of giggling for no reason?”
I didn’t answer him. I was grateful he hadn’t hooked me to the leather leash, though I wouldn’t have put it past him.
His personal limo was white. Supporting me as we walked down the steps, he helped me into it, then slid in beside me. I thought he’d drop me at home. Instead, we pulled up before another mansion.
“Home, sweet home,” he said.
“This is yours?”
“Every square inch of it.”
“I wanted to go home. I’m really tired and my feet are killing me.”
“I’d like your company for a while. Do you mind?”
Do I mind? I was still angry with him over the dress and the performance. Tell him you want to go home, a little voice nagged at me. No. I wanted to know why he desired my company. My curiosity and deep down desire to be with him, won.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Five
 
 
The exterior of his house was beautiful. House? It was a mansion. The interior was out of this world. His indoor pool was overly inviting, but if I wanted to keep the tan, I couldn’t swim. He must have noticed my longing expression.
“There won’t be another show for some weeks now. We can go swimming later if you like. If you like the tan, you can go to the salon any time to get another treatment. Would you like something to drink? I’ll order margaritas. Do you like them?”
“Strawberry margaritas. Yum.”
He’d led me into a large room. Exquisitely decorated, classy, yet comfortable and cozy at the same time. A wall of windows and sliding doors opened onto a large patio and an outdoor pool. He picked up a phone and I heard him give some orders.
“You have staff on duty at night?”
“Yes. Until three in the morning. Sometimes later, if I throw a party for some of my close friends. What do you think of my humble abode?”
“Far from humble. It’s lavish, reeking of the rich and famous. I like it. It’s very tastefully decorated and still feels like a home.”
“Make yourself comfortable. Actually, no, not yet. Now that I have you all to myself, I want to admire my creation. Walk for me.”
“I’m still furious at you.”
“Are you now?” 
His lazy drawl infuriated me. “Yes, how dare you display me like that then treat me as if I’m your slave.”
“Whoa! Watch it. Remember the contract you signed.”
“Oh, I haven’t forgotten.”
“I expect full obedience.”
“Why single me out?”
“Because you’re perfection. You’ve shown qualities none of my other models have ever displayed.”
“Right. Mousy Danea suddenly turned into a white swan. Wash off all the makeup and glamour, and it’s back to mousy me.”
“My dear, you’re very down on yourself. Even without makeup and the glamour, you’re perfection. I saw it the moment you walked into my office that first day.”
“You did?”
“Yes.”
“I knew of some of your outlandish gowns, but the silver one really surpassed any I’ve seen pictures of.”
“Did it ever. Now walk for me.”
“And if I don’t?”
“I’ll punish you.”
“Like in your office?”
“Mm, yes, maybe. Do you want to find out?”
I tightened my lips and walked to the open patio doors, then back toward him.
“Stand still.”
“Perfect. Though the dress is gossamer spun silk, it held together nicely. I love the tan. It really brings out the color of your eyes.”
I tried to read his expression. Admiration? No. They were unfathomable, deep mysterious black pools. My feelings were mixed. I was with the man I’d dreamed about for so long, but I felt like running fast and far. I hadn’t forgotten what I’d read about him or my vivid dream. I giggled as I conjured horns coming out of his skull.
“What’s funny?”
“Nothing.”
“I don’t like being laughed at. Maybe it’s the alcohol, but you have a bad habit of giggling out of the blue.”
“I was laughing at myself.” Okay, it was sort of true.
“Turn for me.”
I turned several times, the flared skirt swishing around my ankles. A young woman dressed in black wearing a white apron and carrying a tray with a pitcher filled with margarita, two margarita glasses and a platter of snacks, came into the living room.
“Your margaritas, sir, and the snacks you asked for.”
“Thank you, Mary. You and cook are dismissed for the night.”
“Is there anything else you need, sir, before we leave?”
“No, we’re fine. Off you go.”
“Do they live here?” I asked.
“On the property. Not in the house. Take the dress off.”
“What?”
“Take the dress off. I don’t want it damaged.”
“I can’t without help.”
Oh but that was an open invitation. He stood and walked toward me. Gently, he pushed my hair aside until it hung over one shoulder. I felt his fingers at my neck fumbling with the clasps leaving a trail of scorched skin behind. He undid the hooks that fastened the harness to the dress and slipped it off my arms.
“There you go.”
I kicked the shoes off first then slid the dress off my body. When it fell to the floor in a whispering pile, I picked it up and hung it over the back of a chair. He came toward me, still holding the harness. 
“Hold your arms out.” 
He slipped the harness over my arms again and fastened it at the neck and the back. It encased my breasts causing them to look much larger than they were. My nipples looked huge.
“Perfect,” he murmured and stroked my nipples until I thought they’d pop out of my breasts. My clit hardened, my pussy lips engorged and heated up. “I should have sent you out on the catwalk wearing only this. That really would have caused an uproar.”
“No bloody way!”
He laughed and walked back to the couch. “Come and sit with me.”
I hesitated. What would he do next? I sat a little away from him.
“Are your feet sore?”
“A little.”
He promptly lifted my legs and placed them on his lap, which made me lean sideways into the cushions. He massaged my feet and found an erogenous spot. I was on fire. I hardly noticed what he did next as I closed my eyes and squirmed under his manipulation of my feet. I felt something cool around my ankles. When I looked, I saw he’d placed two slave bands around my ankles with rings on them that matched the ones on my wrists.
“Why did you do that?”
“I forgot to give them to Sheldon. You should have been wearing them tonight. Let me pour you a margarita before it melts.”
I sipped my drink and he continued to massage my feet. I kept my legs pressed tightly together, conscious of the clit ring poking out. I finished my drink and before I realized what he was doing, he put my feet back on the floor, one by one, causing my legs to open. I quickly moved, but the margarita was strong and had done its job of relaxing me completely. His next move was even more unexpected. He gathered me into his arms and kissed me. Softly at first, then more forcefully, pushing my lips apart, his tongue entered my mouth and explored. I returned his kiss. I melted in his arms.
“You’re irresistible,” he murmured against my lips. “I don’t fraternize with my models as a rule, but I can’t resist you.”
He kissed my face, my eyes, nibbled on the lobes of my ears, then trailed kisses down to my bust. Cupping each breast in his hands he squeezed hard and sucked my nipples until I thought they couldn’t grow any bigger. He stood suddenly, and bending, scooped me into his arms. He left the living room, carrying me as if I weighed nothing, then up a flight of stairs and into a large bedroom. He deposited me onto a four-poster bed covered with black silk sheets and a silk duvet, black with a red swirl design. He turned away from me and went to one of the large dark-wood dressers whereupon I heard him rummaging in a drawer. In a haze, I watched him attach a blood-red silk cord to each of the rings on my wrists. He did the same with my ankles.
I lay spread-eagled, my legs so far apart I doubted they could spread any further as he tied the cords to the posts of the bed. He spread my arms wide and stretched them tight, then secured them in the same manor. I couldn’t move anything except my hips and head. I didn’t protest at any of this, even though my inability to move scared me a little. It also heightened my libido to be displayed so wantonly, my clit so visible. If the locks hadn’t kept my pussy lips together, he could have seen everything. I felt the skin tugging on the rings as I squirmed.
He climbed on the bed and knelt between my legs. He was still fully clothed. He gazed down at my clit, at my pussy, and I squirmed in ecstasy. He had the keys. He had the power to open the locks. But he didn’t. He gazed at my pussy for a while, then bent down and licked me, from my crack to my clit. He was very careful.
“You’re still a tad raw. It’s going to take a few more weeks to heal completely,” he said, his voice hoarse as he pushed gently on my clit, avoiding the ring and the hood. I felt it rise, engorge, throb as he rubbed in circular motion. Feeling carefully between the folds, he pushed his finger in between the locks and found my sopping vagina. He leaned down and sucked my flowing juices, then entered me with his finger again, just one finger, but I ached for more. I tugged at my bonds with my feet, and jerked my arms twisting beneath him. Leaving his finger inside me, he reached up and squeezed my breasts hard, then pinched my nipples so hard, I screamed. It was an exquisite pain, a pain I wanted more of.
“Do you like that?” he asked in a husky and low voice.
“Yes.”
“Do you want me?”
“Oh, damn, yes.”
“You can’t have me yet. Not until you beg for me.”
“I want you. I do.”
He withdrew his finger and got off the bed. He piled pillows under my head and upper body until I lay raised. He slowly took his shirt off, then undid his belt. I heard the boots fall as he pulled them off. His pants were next. I gasped when I saw his cock spring free. It was massive, or it seemed so to me. He climbed back on the bed and swung a leg across my chest. Then taking holding of the headboard, he leaned forward, his groin toward my face. His cock brushed my lips.
“I’ve never—”
“Given anyone a blowjob? Boy, you are virginal.”
He forced his cock against my lips again, more insistently demanding entry. I opened my mouth. The head barely fit inside, it was so big. He pushed into my mouth until I thought I would gag.
“Suck, pretend it’s a popsicle,” he told me. I sucked as hard as I could. It was decidedly uncomfortable. If I could hold it with a hand, it might have been easier. I soon got the hang of how to tease him by tasting the hole with my tongue and licking the bulbous head. He moved within my mouth while I sucked. His breathing sped up and I knew, as if by some instinct, he was close to coming. As he thrust, he pushed deeper and I did gag as he slid deeper and entered my throat. He ignored the gag and thrust ahead with one big push. I thought I’d suffocate. “Breathe through your nose,” he shouted as he thrust again. A huge shudder shook him as he ejaculated. Liquid trickled down my throat. He thrust again, and again, sending more of his juices into my stomach.
He pulled out of my mouth then and claimed my mouth in a kiss. Some of his spunk was in my mouth. It tasted salty and musky at the same time. I loved it. I was sure after some practice and determination, which I had aplenty—I’d get the hang of giving him a blowjob.
His kiss was long and lingering, coming to a halt only when he moved down to my breasts where he tackled my nipples. Oh, God, if those damn locks hadn’t been there I would surely lose my virginity tonight. I thrashed in ecstasy, fought against the bonds that held me as I writhed under his ministrations. While he sucked, he entered my vagina with his finger again and moved swiftly inside me causing me to come. Licking his finger, he lay beside me, a hand on a breast, his fingers idly playing with a nipple.
“What are you feeling right now, Danea?”
“I’m unsatisfied.”
“You want more?”
“Yes.”
“I’m going to teach you everything, but all in due course. You’re not ready yet.”
“Ready for what?”
“You have another opening I can fuck, but it’s virginal, too.”
“Anal sex? Are you kidding? Let me loose, please.” I twisted and tried to loosen my bonds, but of no avail. I yanked harder, only hurting my wrists and ankles.
“I have to prepare you so you can take me. I’m not small.”
“I noticed.” What I also noticed, there was no love involved in this sex play.
“Do you realize I’m crazy about you?”
“No, I didn’t.”
“I’m telling you now. I can’t get you out of my mind, day and night.”
Was that his way of telling me he’d fallen in love with me?
“Do you want me?”
“Yes.”
“Beg.”
“Please?” My voice came out squeaky. “Please fuck me?”
“You know where I want to fuck you.”
“Yes. Please?” Right then, I’d take him anywhere, even in my mouth again, although the thought of him fucking my asshole scared the hell out of me.
He sat up, untied one of my ankles and pulled it up toward the head of the bed. He tied it to the same post as my wrist but higher. He did the same with the other leg. Taking the pillows from beneath my head, he placed them under my hips until my butt was suspended. He rummaged in the drawers beside the bed again and brought out a small device. I wondered what it was but didn’t have to wonder long. He took a nipple between his forefinger and thumb, pulled it hard and attached a small clamp to it. He turned a tiny screw until the clamp was so tight, I screamed. He did the same to the other nipple, then pushed a button on the black device he had in his hand. He gazed at my face as the vibrations sped up, faster and faster, until I groaned, but not in pain. I loved it.
“Do you want me?”
“Yes, dammit. Do something. Anything.”
“Anything?”
“Yes!” I screamed as the vibrations sped up even more. Pangs of pain shot through my nipples but sent bolts of desire straight to my clit. My pussy throbbed and ached for fulfillment.
He slapped my bum hard, and again. He continued spanking me until my butt cheeks burned. “Damn you to hell!” I shouted. I squirmed with need, with the desire to have him make love to me, to fuck me senseless. I flung my head from side to side, wiggled my hips, my arms yanking at my bonds aching to touch his cock. His finger probed between the locks, shoving deep and hard, he finger fucked me forcing me to come several times. While he finger fucked me, another finger slowly entered my anus. I stiffened and tightened the muscles in my ass.
“Relax, baby,” he crooned, his eyes were blacker than the ace of spades as he watched me.
He withdrew his finger. Something warm and gooey squirted into my anus. My first instinct was to push it out until he shoved his finger in again. He finger fucked me with both hands now. He pushed another finger into my anus stretching me wider, and another soon joined the two. I gasped, I screamed, I begged for more while through the exquisite pain pulsing through my nipples, the stretching of my anus, I glanced at his massive cock, the object of my lust.
It was hard, pulsing and bigger than before—or it seemed to be. Through my screams of ecstasy, my thrashing, I felt him pull his fingers out of me leaving me empty suddenly. I vaguely noticed him stretching a condom over his hard-on. “Do something! Fuck me!” I yelled.
He sat on his heels and holding his cock at the base, came toward me. I sucked in my breath as I felt him push against my hole. Another glob of lubrication squirted into my asshole. A moment later, the tip of his cock followed. I stiffened again. He stopped and leaned forward, then turned the vibrator off. He smiled down at me as he tightened each nipple clamp until I thought they’d cut off my nipples. Then he turned the gadget on again at full speed. Pain shot through me, through my breasts, down my chest and into my abdomen. I screamed repeatedly and begged for more—cried for him to enter me, to fuck me.
His cock pushed slowly deeper into my anus, stretching me. I concentrated on the finger inserted into my vagina, pleasuring me. He moved back and forth until I relaxed my anal muscle completely and allowed him entry. I felt my anal walls give way as he pushed in gradually, bit by bit. I gasped as he filled me completely. He thrust in and out very slowly, but his finger kept pumping. He came with a huge shudder and groan. His cock soon lost its firmness and he eased out. He turned the vibrator off and undid my feet and my wrists. 
I lay stunned on the bed. I could hardly believe what I’d just done, what I’d permitted him to do. I couldn’t believe how I’d begged. That voice I heard couldn’t have been mine, surely.
“Are you okay?” he asked while carefully removing the condom and disposing of it. “I didn’t tear you, if that’s what you’re worried about.”
Stone cold sober, I shook my head. “I can’t believe I did this.”
“Did what?”
“Allowed this bondage. Allowed you to fuck my ass.”
“You enjoyed every moment of it.”
“I did not. It hurt like bloody hell.”
“Don’t lie to me, Danea. I hate liars. You willingly allowed everything I did to you. And believe me, this was nothing.”
“Oh? There’s more?”
“Much more.”
“I had too much to drink.”
“You had two glasses of wine, a good dinner, and one margarita. You were mellow, but you weren’t drunk. Stop making excuses and admit you loved what we did.”
“I think I’m more into normal sex.”
“And here speaks the voice of experience.”
“I’ve never—”
“Had sex. I know. I’ve claimed virginal territory and there’s more waiting,” he said, grinning widely while carefully peeling the condom off.
“If you think I’m going to give you my cherry—”
“Oh, but you are. You can’t give it to anyone else as long as the locks are in place.”
“I can go and have the rings removed.”
“And disobey me? Stop it.”
He claimed my lips again and stopped any further arguing. He was right. I’d lied. I loved every minute of our sex play, the pain, the pleasure it caused me, the exquisite pleasure, his spanking, even his cock in my mouth, inside my anal passage. Just thinking about it while he kissed me made me press my body against his. I sucked his tongue into my mouth until he tore himself away from me.
“How about a swim now?”
I nodded and followed him when he got off the bed. He untied the cords from my anklets and wristbands and examined my skin. “I’ll have to put some salve on those before we go to sleep. Tugging on the cords, you’ve managed to chafe your skin.”
The water felt heavenly. I swam a few laps, then just floated on my back until he grabbed me and kissed me deeply. “I’m tired. I’m sure you are, too. Let’s go to bed,” he said. I caught the towel he threw me as I climbed out of the pool, then followed him up the stairs. I climbed into bed beside him. I’d never slept with anyone before, and having him spooned against me felt weird. It stopped me from falling asleep for quite a while.
I thought about the evening. Of course, I’d petted in the past, had allowed some fondling, but that’s as far as it ever went. Jake had demanded more and we’d broken up when I refused. I realized then, I knew nothing about sex except what I’d read in romance novels. None of them had ever described anything like what I’d just experienced. Was this what his former wives called abuse? Since I’d allowed it and begged for more, it couldn’t be abuse. Kalem was a forceful man, he liked to be in control, be master of the situation. But I’m sure if I’d refused, he wouldn’t have forced me. Surely, he’d initiated the wives as he had me? Or was there more to come, as he’d promised. Again, there was always the word no. I knew Shannon had experimented with toys, but she’d never described anything to do with bondage. It wasn’t for everyone. I never would have thought I’d enjoy it, but I loved it—at least, so far.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Six
 
 
The next morning, I woke alone in bed, at first somewhat disoriented at the strange surroundings until I remembered where I was, and what had happened. I looked at the clock beside the bed. Shocked, I realized I’d slept until noon. How uncharacteristic of me. Even on my days off, I never slept beyond eight. I was slightly sore when I sat on the side of the bed. I noticed my anklets, the harness and bracelets were gone. Kalem must have taken them off while I slept. I was surprised I hadn’t awakened. The redness was almost gone from my wrists and ankles. Thinking about him, his cock, his to die for naked body, turned me on again. Damn, I’m becoming a whore. I got my wish. I’m in Kalem’s bed and he desires me. But how long will it last? Am I a keeper for him? He said last night he’s crazy about me, but does that translate into love? It’s Saturday. He rarely works on weekends. Where is he?
I had no clothes there except the silver dress. I could hardly wear that home. I quickly found his bathroom and showered, then wrapped myself in one of the large fluffy towels and headed downstairs. I found him outside by the pool reading the paper.
“Morning.”
He lowered the paper and smiled. “Hi, gorgeous. Sleep well?”
“Why didn’t you wake me?”
“You were sleeping so peacefully, I didn’t have the heart.”
“I have no clothes.”
“No clothes necessary.”
I glanced at his trunks. “Your staff—”
“Are off for the day. It’s just you and me.”
“Oh. I’d still like something to wear. I’m not a nudist as a rule.”
“You don’t walk around your apartment naked? And speaking of apartments, we need to find you a better place to live.”
“I walk around in my panties,” I had to admit.
“There you go. No panties necessary. I’ve seen it all and I want to see it all the time whenever I can.”
Heat rose to my face.
He patted a lawn chair beside him. “Come and join me. I’ll go and get you something to eat. Coffee?”
“Please.” I relaxed on the chair and laid back. I felt him pull at the towel until I lay exposed. He bent down and kissed the tip of my nose.
“That’s better. I’ll be back shortly.”
My nipples smarted a bit. I glanced at them and noticed they were swollen. I spread my legs and allowed the warm sun to stroke my pussy. I was already turned on, had been ever since I thought about his muscular frame, his cock and what had happened that night. The sun only made my desire grow, but it felt so good. He returned a few minutes later carrying a tray.
“Eggs, bacon, toast, fruit, and coffee. Anything else you’d like?”
“That was fast. It smells delicious. I’m starving.”
“You should be. That was quite a workout last night.”
I felt my face flush. I munched down the breakfast and after setting the tray on the table next to the chair, sipped my coffee.
“Are you sore?”
“My ass hurts a little. My nipples are tender.”
 
“I notice they’re swollen. It should subside as the day goes on. You had quite a session for a novice.”
“I guess. I don’t know much about this sort of thing.”
“You mean this way of having sex. As I told you last night, you haven’t experienced anything yet. Don’t worry. I’m not into hogtying, torture or crazy things. I’ll never do anything you don’t want me to.”
That settled that fear. 
“Danea, we can’t let anyone at work know we’re involved. No one is to know about this. You understand? It could compromise your modeling career and it wouldn’t be good for business.”
“I understand.” I felt a pang of disappointment. What had I expected? A marriage proposal? We barely knew each other.
“You can’t tell your best friend either.”
“Shannon wouldn’t talk. I’ve known her since kindergarten.”
“Please, don’t tell her?”
“Where am I going to tell her I’ve been? I’m sure she called me several times last night, eager to know how the show went.”
“Tell her you and all the models crashed after the party at the mansion where the show was held.”
“I don’t even know who owned the mansion.”
“That’s not important. If she asks, just tell her you don’t know.”
I didn’t like lying to my best friend, but would she even understand any of this? 
“You really don’t need any makeup to look scrumptious enough to eat,” Kalem said and leaned over to kiss me. He straightened up and sat on the end of the lawn chair.
“Open your legs. I want to see what this looks like in daylight.”
I obeyed and spread my legs pulling them up and hanging them over the arms of the chair.
“Beautiful,” he murmured and ran his finger along my slit. “I’m going to unlock the locks for a little while so you can open to the sun and let the rays help heal you.” He took a chain from around his neck. I hadn’t noticed it the night before. On it hung two small keys. He opened each lock and placed them on the table. Carefully he spread my pussy lips and gazed at the rings on the inner labia. “Great work, John,” he murmured. “Tomorrow you’ll get the rest of your piercings. I’ve already arranged it with John. He’ll do it at his shop.”
“And what might those piercings be? My bellybutton?”
“Yes, among others. I love women with piercings. It really turns me on. But you don’t have to have them if you don’t want it done. The bellybutton, yes. The others, it’s up to you.”
“Tell me and I’ll tell you whether I want them or not. Nipples?”
“Yes. I’ve already bought the jewelry. All eighteen-carat gold and diamonds. I want you to keep your legs like this as long as possible today. You’ll heal faster when exposed to air and the sun.”
“It’s not comfortable.”
“It’s the only way it will stay open enough for the sun and air to get to your inner pussy lips.”
“Maybe if we drape a towel over the arms?”
“I’ll get some more towels. I don’t want you to be uncomfortable.”
He returned quickly and placed towels under my legs. He also had a camera.
“No way.”
“Please?”
“Not in this position.”
“Why not?”
“It’s just rude.” Jesus. How could I be sure he wouldn’t post them on the internet?
“Okay. I’ll take some nude shots of you later. If you’ll let me.”
“Maybe. Do you have a tripod and a remote? You can take shots of us together.” Oh hot damn that thought excited me.
“We can do that later when you’ve healed and I can fuck you in every sense of the word. We can tape our sessions.”
“I’m not sure I’d want to watch such a video.”
“You will. Just wait and see.”
“John told me the outer lips can take a longer time to heal.”
“Yes. Apparently.”
I wanted to get to know the man and talking about trivial stuff like piercings and sexuality was not the way to go. Sure, it was all part of a relationship, but who was Kalem really? “Do you have family, Kalem?”
“I never had children.”
“I mean, brothers, sisters, a mother and father.”
He clammed up, his face suddenly hewn out of stone.
I shouldn’t have opened my big mouth. It was hardly a relationship yet. We’d merely had a night of crazy, wild sex and I had yet to see if his interest in me would continue. It sounded like he wanted to, but I wasn’t sure. Would it ever turn into a relationship? I had to be careful if I wanted this to continue. I knew I did. The devil’s horns weren’t all that sharp. I’d noticed a softer side to him. I quickly changed the subject. “What do you like to do besides design clothes for women? I mean, do you bike? Play sports? Hobbies?”
I’d asked the wrong question to begin with. He didn’t answer me. Instead, he got up and dove into the pool. I watched him swim, his muscles rippling beneath his smooth, dark skin. 
I knew I’d fallen in love with this man and hoped to win his love in return. But how to get through to him? My insecurities gnawed at me. He didn’t want anyone to know about us, to keep it a secret. That meant he didn’t have any desire to take it further than this. I was to be his sex slave, his to command whenever he felt the need and hidden from the world.
He stayed in the pool a long time. I thought about joining him, but he wasn’t a man to toy with. I needed to give him time to sort out his thoughts.
When he finally climbed out of the pool, he didn’t join me immediately. Grabbing his towel, he wrapped it around his waist and went inside. Maybe I should go home, but I don’t have any clothes except the silver dress. I sighed. Trust me to fall for a man who can’t return my feelings. That’s what you get for inviting the devil to play with you and going along with his games.
I almost regretted allowing the piercings and especially the locks. Though they were exotic, they would sure as hell inhibit a future relationship. Not all men were willing to wait until their wedding night like Odette’s man. Why had I even signed the modeling contract in the first place? The whole experience had been like a potent drug. It had made me feel beautiful for the first time in my life. My sexual experience with Kalem had awakened desires I didn’t know I possessed. I had enjoyed the bondage, his attentions, his spanking, the anal penetration, but to do it on a regular basis? What about real love? Sweet tender intercourse the normal way? What caused a man to want to play the BDSM game, to completely dominate a woman?
I really knew very little about the practice. I’d heard of it, sure, but never thought about researching what it was all about. In my wildest dreams, I couldn’t have imagined participating in such games.
“Sorry. I had to make some business calls,” Kalem said behind me, causing me to jump up, startled.
“Oh. Kalem, I think I should go home.”
“Why?”
“You’re suddenly very distant and you’ve given me a lot to think about. I might as well tell you now I don’t think I want to continue modeling. My dream is still to become a full-time fashion designer.”
“You signed a contract.”
“I did, but I don’t think I made the right decision. The glamorous world of modeling is not for me. Your lifestyle isn’t for me. I think I lost my head for a little while.”
“You regret last night?”
I was quiet for a few minutes. “Yes and no. The whole experience taught me a lot about certain methods of having sex and about myself, but at heart I’m afraid I’m just an old-fashioned girl.”
“I won’t allow you to break the contract. If you don’t want to spend private time with me, fine. I’ll respect your decision. But I won’t let you waste your future success as a model. You were cut out to be a top model. After last night, fashion designers will be clamoring for you. Ride out your contract and then I’ll let you go.”
I thought he agreed too readily not to see me anymore. Thankfully, though I’d fallen in love with him, it was early. It hurt, but not as much as it would have if I’d allowed it to continue.
“What can you do to me if I quit completely?”
“You’ll never get another job in the fashion world, not as a designer or as a model.”
“I’ll leave New York.”
“Won’t help.”
“Then I’ll fall back on my office skills.”
“As you please. I’ll get you some clothes and have my chauffeur drive you home.”
He was tight-lipped, his eyes thunderous. I wondered what he was thinking. He kept his feelings completely locked away. No yelling. No apparent fury. Just angry acceptance, but even that anger, he kept tucked away.
“I’ll expect to see you in my office tomorrow morning at ten with your official resignation for both the designer and modeling position. The chauffeur will pick you up.”
I stood, and wrapping the towel around me, walked back into the house. I was positive now that his interest in me was only sexual, that he had no deeper feelings for me. He’d gone into the house ahead of me and approached me carrying some clothing and a pair of sandals.
“These should fit you.”
“Left over from your last submissive?” I could have bitten off my tongue as soon as I uttered the sarcastic question. I thought he would finally explode, but he contained his anger, threw the clothing and sandals on the couch and strode out of the living room. Dropping the towel I quickly got into the sweatpants and T-shirt. The sandals were a bit big, but would have to do. I walked to the front doors and opened them. Before I stepped out onto the front porch, I turned for a moment and looked at the house I’d never see again to imprint its beauty in my mind. I wished I’d had a camera so I could have taken some pictures.
The limo pulled up at the bottom of the steps. I closed the doors and quickly skipped down the steps. The chauffeur held the door open for me. I crouched in a corner of the seat, my heart slowly crumbling, tears burning to escape, but I managed to hold them in.
 
I had to buzz the super to let me into my apartment. My keys were in my forgotten bag. After shutting and locking the door behind me, I fell on the couch, on top of the pile of clothing, but I didn’t care, and burst into tears. So much for drooling over an elusive man for months, years, finally being with him for a night and coming home thoroughly disappointed. After I dried my tears, I vowed I wouldn’t get involved with anyone for a very long time. I needed to start job hunting and I made up my mind to make my dream of becoming a fashion designer come true, no matter what Kalem had told me.
When I finally got off the couch, I listened to the answering machine. There were quite a few messages from Shannon. She’d probably texted me, too, but my cell was in the bag I had with me yesterday and I’d left it behind in the change room when we left the show. I hoped one of the girls, or Sheldon, noticed it.
I went to the kitchen and poured a glass of wine. It was a bit early, but I didn’t care. I needed something to calm my nerves and soothe my aching heart. I drank half of it fast, then slowed down. The last thing I needed was to get tipsy. The phone rang. I knew it would be Shannon so I didn’t answer it. I didn’t know what to tell her. The answering machine clicked in.
“Danea, I’m getting really worried about you. Where the hell are you? Why haven’t you called me or answered my texts? If I don’t hear from you soon I’m coming over there.”
Did I want Shannon to come over? I decided I did. I needed to talk to someone. I sure as hell couldn’t talk to my mother about any of it. She’d declare me insane. The thought caused me to giggle as I imagined telling Mom about my piercings and last night’s experiences. My moment of mirth didn’t last long though. How could I feel so sad over a man I didn’t really know, a man who wanted to make me his personal slave?
The buzzer rang. Shannon was true to her word and I felt bad for not having picked up the phone when she’d called. I would have been just as worried about her if I couldn’t get in touch with her. We were as close as sisters were.
I let her in and soon as the door shut behind her I embraced her and promptly burst into tears. She held me, patted my back and waited until my sobbing subsided. “I’m sorry,” I said as I stepped back and waited for her to walk into the living room.
“I haven’t seen you this upset since you broke up with Jake. Was the show a flop? The modeling was a fiasco? You fell flat on your face? Talk to me, girlfriend.”
I handed her a glass of wine and giggled through my tears at the thought of falling flat on my face. Although that had been a fear—that I’d trip and make a fool of myself. I shook my head. “The show was a tremendous success. I did well.”
“So? What’s wrong? Talk to me.”
“I don’t know where to begin.”
“At the beginning. I had a feeling you weren’t telling me something.”
We were so attuned to each other, we often knew if the other was hiding something. I started talking. I told her about my first meeting with Kalem and the second one when I’d signed the contracts.
“You actually took all your clothes off and allowed him to paw you? To touch you?”
“I’d signed that damn contract. I had to obey him at all times.”
“That would have set off red flags in my brain right there. I can’t believe you signed it with that clause in place.”
“According to ogre, all the girls got the same contract.”
“That’s what she says. How do you know it’s true? You should have asked to see some of the other models’ contracts.”
“I suppose.”
“You’re so naïve and wet behind the ears and far too trusting. Okay, after that what happened?”
“Well, you know about the crash modeling course and complete makeover.”
“Yes, and I said you were stunning.”
“There’s more.” I told her about the piercings and watched her glass of wine pause at her lips and her mouth drop open.
“Locks? You’ve got to be kidding. Unreal.”
“All the girls had that treatment, at least the external rings and locks to avoid them getting pregnant before their contract expired. I know from one of the other models.”
“It’s barbaric. But it’s not unheard of in the world of BDSM. You say you have more piercings than that. Do the other models have those?”
“I don’t know. I didn’t really look at their clits or examine their pussies. They’re all a bunch of snobs and all except one barely talked to me.”
“My God, woman. I can’t believe you allowed all that and all because of a stupid obedience clause. Show me.”
I dropped the sweat pants and showed her.
“Mm, the clit ring does look exotic, especially against your instant tan. Show me the locks.”
“Kalem took those off this morning. We were at his place. He wanted my pussy exposed to the sun to speed up healing.”
Her eyebrows arched. “Kalem did? Show me the rings.”
I slipped out of the sweats. I’d been standing until then. I sat on the chair, opened my legs and pulled the lips apart.
“Far out. Did it hurt?”
“A little. I actually got turned on while John did it,” I admitted. “The guy who did it specializes in body piercings. He was in his thirties and handsome.”
“So, continue what happened next? You said Kalem removed the locks. How did you end up at his house?”
I told her about the dresses Kalem had designed especially for me. When I described the silver dress and harness, she gasped.
“Whoa! You actually wore it and paraded on the catwalk in front of a shitload of people! You? My Danny did that?”
“There’s more. There was an encore. Kalem joined me on the catwalk, put a leash through the ring on the collar and led me down the catwalk and back again. It brought the house down.”
“I bet it did.”
“Then we had dinner. After dinner, he said he’d drive me home. Except we ended up at his mansion.”
“Where you made wild love. That’s why he removed the locks?”
“He fucked me, but not there. I’m still a virgin. The locks stayed in place until this morning.” I described all my experiences of that night and while doing so, felt myself getting wet all over again, my juices trickling down my slit. Going into all the details had turned me on again. “I slept until noon and found him on the pool deck. I joined him. That’s when he removed the locks and had me sit with my legs spread.”
“And now you’re home and you’re terribly upset. What happened to cause that?”
“I realized I had fallen in love with him and wanted to know him better, so I asked him about his family and he locked up, left me alone for a quite some time. While he was gone, I thought about everything. I don’t think he’d developed the same feelings for me, but merely used me as a sex object, wanted to make me his personal slave. I want more than that out of a relationship. I really don’t think he had serious intentions because he wanted it kept quiet that we were seeing each other. I told him a modeling career wasn’t for me and I wanted to quit.”
“And he got angry?”
“Yes, though he stayed very calm. He said if I walked away, I couldn’t work there at all anymore. So I did. I walked away. He wants me in his office at ten in the morning with two separate letters of resignation for both jobs.”
“You’re going to actually walk away from a lucrative career?”
“Shannon, you know some of his designs are outlandish and risqué. I never want to model another dress like the silver again, and I don’t want locks dangling between my legs. He also wanted me to have other piercings.”
“Dammit, Shannon, for that kind of money I’d let him put a lock on my lips. I agree with you that he went a tad overboard. He shouldn’t have taken you to his house. He should have kept it professional.”
“You don’t think I should quit? I’ve fallen in love with the man. If I continue to work there, I’ll see him. And he’s present at all the fashion shows of course.”
“Keep the appointment tomorrow morning. Tell him you’ve changed your mind but lay down some ground rules of your own.”
“You don’t think last night was kinky?”
“Oh, a tad. I can’t believe you let him fuck you in your butt. That must have hurt like crazy.”
“Strangely enough, it didn’t hurt much at all. He squirted some stuff into me and fingered it first.”
“You told me his cock is huge. If it didn’t hurt that much, he must have worked your asshole well and used some very good lubrication.”
“Oh, he did. I can’t believe we’re talking like this. Are you disgusted with me?”
“Honey, I’ve experimented. I’ve never described any of it to you, knowing how virginal and naïve you are—or were.”
“From what you’ve told me and described, you’ve always had normal sex.”
“I’ve had plenty of that, yeah. Not all men are into kink. Mark’s pretty straightforward but I do like it out of the box from time to time and I plan to train him.”
I hadn’t seen Shannon naked for a long time. Besides her visiting me here, she spent most of her free time dating, and of late, with Mark. She removed her top and bra and I was shocked to see nipple rings. She took off her shorts and thong and bent over spreading her ass. She was tattooed all around her asshole. Then she sat on the couch and spread her legs. She had no pubic hair and above her clit was a tattoo of a dragon, its tail trailing down her outer labia. A clit bar glittered against her dusky flesh. The outer labia had a row of surface studs on each side and I noticed a ring just below her vagina. 
I knew she’d had her bellybutton pierced. She’d shown me that a while ago, but I never knew about all the other stuff. It was my turn to stare with my mouth hanging open.
“I like your rings. I think I’m going to get some,” she told me, gazing at my exposed cleft.
“Minus the locks,” I added.
She grinned. “Yeah, I don’t want those. Finger fucking is nice, but I like a cock inside me. Mark is pretty straightforward sexually, but he has a stud on his dick’s head. He loves my piercings and tattoos. They turn him on.”
“You’ve had anal sex?”
“Yes, but it hurt bad at first. The first time was a long time ago with Eric. Remember him?”
“The biker.”
“Yes. He was into some real kink. He took me to a club once where they had food eating sessions. About a dozen couples would each bring their favorite food item. Everyone got naked and started painting other people with the food and stuffing it into vaginas and assholes. It was quite the orgy.”
I grimaced. “That’s disgusting. The thought of that doesn’t turn my crank at all.”
“I didn’t really like it either. It was a onetime experience. He liked flogging me, too, and hogtying me. It was a onetime experience. The length of time it took for him to truss me like a pig seemed to take forever. But the anticipation heightened my libido. I’ll never agree to it again. The flogging was a bit too much, hurt like all bloody hell, and when he wanted to stick hooks into me, I freaked. He’d listened to me and didn’t do it, but it scared the shit out of me. Some of the other women liked it and when he demanded I participate in all their games, is when I broke up with him.”
“I wish you’d told me all this stuff.”
“And shocked the hell out of you?” She laughed. “How about another glass of wine. Now that we’ve shared all this, I’ve never felt as close to you. Don’t ever keep secrets from me again, okay?”
“I promise.” I went to my small kitchen and refilled our glasses to the brim. I was hot and horny then, my grief forgotten. Well, almost. I handed Shannon her wine and sat cross-legged on the floor in front of her. I admired her breasts. They were considerably bigger than the last time I’d seen her naked, before her piercings. Now that she had rings through her nipples, they seemed to have become much larger. I reached out and touched the dragon. I traced it down to the tip of its tail, which curled into her butt crack. Touching her that way had the blood to coursing through my veins, a wanting, a longing to touch her all over filled me. I’m not a lesbian. What is wrong with me? I touched the bar running through her hood. It turned easily. Her clit hardened and I felt it pulse as I trailed my fingers down her cleft.
“Shannon,” I whispered, in a voice grown husky with desire.
She got off the couch and joined me on the floor. Taking the glass from my other hand, she set both glasses on the floor away from us. Then she pulled the T-shirt over my head and exposed my breasts. She gazed at my large nipples.
“Oh, look at them. They’re so dark now and they’re huge,” she said softly, tweaking them, rolling them between her forefingers and thumbs. Taking a breast in each hand, she squeezed them hard until the nipples poked out between the digits, then she sucked them hard.
My heart hammered in my throat. I closed my eyes as she pushed me gently to the floor. I drew my knees up and felt her spread them wide. Her fingers were on my clit, gently prying my inner labia apart. She buried her face between my legs and her tongue entered me while one finger pushed on my clit. Her other hand was between my ass cheeks. She pushed a finger into my anal passage, and soon after another. I came, hot and hard and heard her slurping my juices. Suddenly she swung a leg over me, straddling my shoulders, her pussy only inches from my face. She continued to lavish attention on my clit, her fingers again busy with both openings. Her pussy pushed against my face. I entered her with my tongue tasting her sweet honey for the first time. I tongue fucked her, sucked, my fingers playing with her the same as she played with me.
When we tired of that position, she turned around and leaned her breasts over me. I kneaded them, squeezed them hard and sucked her nipples, the rings obviously giving extra sensation as I poked my tongue through them while I sucked.
The steadily ringing phone and Mark’s voice on the answering machine several times finally stopped us.
Shannon grabbed the glasses and handed me mine. We sat cross-legged opposite each other drinking and admiring, lusting after, our respective bodies. I could hardly believe what we’d just done. “I’m not a lesbian,” I said softly, watching her face.
“Neither am I, girlfriend. You’re the only woman I’ve ever done that with.”
“What about the orgy?”
“I steered clear of the women.”
“Oh. Obviously I’ve never.”
“Duh. Last night was your first experience with a man, let alone a woman.”
“You knew what you were doing though.”
“I’ve watched porn movies. There’s plenty more I could do, but let’s leave it at this, for now. I love you. You’re my best friend and like a sister. It doesn’t and didn’t feel wrong. You’re so damn beautiful I couldn’t help but get turned on, and seeing your pussy and the rings, that did it.”
The phone rang again. “That’s Mark. I bet you. I forgot my cell.” She got up and answered it. “Hi, hon. No, don’t come and get me. I’m not coming home tonight. Can you pick me up early in the morning? Yes, we need some alone time. Girl stuff. I love you, too.”
“You’re staying the night?”
“Yes, you need me. So, now that you’re a whole lot calmer, what are you going to do tomorrow morning?”
“I’ll tell him that I’ll fulfill my contract, minus the locks. I might consider some more piercings, but only if he feels it’s necessary for modeling. Not for his benefit.”
“What about if he wants to see you privately again?”
I thought about that for a moment. “I don’t know. I honestly don’t have a clue at this point. You warned me he came with baggage. I don’t know if I can take that on. I’ll think about it, but he’s also damn stubborn. I’ve more than probably wounded his male pride.”
“Probably. How about we finish this wine and go to bed?”
After I turned off the light and crawled into bed beside Shannon, she gathered me into her arms. Her lips sought mine and she kissed me deeply. I was turning into an insatiable sex kitten. I desired her again. I didn’t object when her hand stole between my legs. Her breasts pressed against mine. I felt her nipple rings touch me and after she flung a leg over me, I inserted my fingers into her pussy.
Eventually we dozed off. I don’t know who fell asleep first, but our bodies were still entwined and our fingers deep inside each other.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Seven
 
 
I woke up with a start from a mouth sucking my nipples and a finger entering my vagina. Kalem. Then I remembered. Shannon was with me. I stroked her hair and relaxed completely under her ministrations. With a nipple in her mouth, her other hand kneading the other breast, she finger fucked me hard and my juices gushed all over her hand. She started to get out of bed. “Shannon, do you want me to—” 
“No, hon, I’m fine. Don’t forget, I get my fill of sex at home morning and night. I just wanted to relax you. God, look at you. You’re just as beautiful in the morning. Even without makeup. You really need to keep a tan. It enhances your eyes, your nipples, even your pubes.”
“That’s what Kalem told me.” Mentioning his name sent a brief stab of pain to my heart. Shannon kissed me and jumped off the bed.
“I’m in the shower first. Mark’ll be here soon.”
I remained naked on the bed. I had plenty of time to shower and get dressed. When Shannon came out of the bathroom, I got up. Not bothering to put on any clothes, I plugged the coffeepot in and went to the bathroom to relieve myself. I always had the coffeepot ready. All I had to do in the morning was to get it started. 
When I came out of the bathroom, I walked into the living room stretching. “What time is he—”
“He’s here,” Shannon said, grinning widely.
Mark’s gaze was glued to my body, focused on my clit. “Oh, my God!” I yelled and ran to the bedroom. “Shannon, you could have warned me.”
After donning a robe, my face flaming hot, I returned to the living room.
“You’ve got nothing to be ashamed of,” Shannon said.
“I thought you said she was naïve and virginal.” Mark raised his eyebrows.
“I lied.”
I felt decidedly uncomfortable.
“C’mon, girlfriend, it’s no different than parading half-naked on the catwalk.”
“That’s different. And I did have a dress on.”
“Yeah, a cobweb. Don’t worry about me telling Mark, the pictures will be all over the internet today.”
“Jesus! Really?”
“Of course. I can’t wait to see the magazines. I bet there’ll be photos of you all over the place. Come on, Mark. We need to go if I’m going to get to work on time.”
The door clicked shut behind them. I opened my laptop and did a search for House of Ostarizo fashion show for charity. Shannon was right. A number of links opened up to articles and photos of the guests and models. There were pictures of me in all three dresses, but the most photos were of me in the silver. Several sites had a small tag over my pubic area and my breasts, but some other sites showed everything clearly. I skimmed over the articles. The headlines were what bothered me the most. Kalem Ostarizo’s latest designs modeled by newbie model, Danea Fitzgerald. My name was plastered all over the internet. Thank God, Mom didn’t have a computer, but she had friends and sisters who did. I hoped they wouldn’t come across any of the pictures. I gazed at them. I really did look beautiful and incredibly sexy, but man, was that outfit sheer. My whole body was visible. I might as well have been naked. With the spotlight trained on me, you could even see the clit ring and the rings and tiny locks between my legs as I swiveled to turn. I slammed the laptop shut and hurried to have a shower. While I showered, I thought about my experience with Shannon that night and morning. If anything, she’d accomplished getting me out of my misery.
The limo was right on time. I’d dressed in a designer dress. Light blue cotton edged with lace, it fitted me to perfection. It was a long sundress with a low neckline showing of the swell of my breasts and cleavage, the edge stopping just above my nipples. The outline of my nipples was visible through the thin material, but I didn’t care. The back of the dress was extremely low and like so many of his designs, showed the top of my butt crack. It made my tan stand out. I’d applied makeup, worn white heels and carried a white purse. It was the first time I’d had on any of the Ostarizo clothing. I felt confident and well prepared to face Kalem.
Ogre greeted me. “Morning, Ms. Fitzgerald. He’s waiting for you. Go right in.”
Without hesitation, I opened the door and closed it behind me. I heard the click. He’d locked it.
“Sit down.”
I remained standing. “I won’t take orders from you anymore.”
“Did you bring the letters of resignation?”
“I’ve changed my mind.”
“Oh?”
“I’ll ride out both contracts but I’ll not be ordered around by you. I refuse to wear the locks. As you know, I’m a virgin. I’ve remained a virgin this long, I’m sure I can keep my virginity for another year. Not that it should matter as I have no intention of getting pregnant. Also I will not subject myself to further piercings unless I want them and from now on, this will be a professional relationship only.”
I surprised myself. I wasn’t a quivering heap of nerves. I was firm and oozed confidence.
“Well, well. You amaze me more every day. Very well, Ms. Fitzgerald. I’ll agree to your terms.”
In a way, I was disappointed. What had I expected when he’d locked the door? That he’d rush to take me into his arms. That he’d tell me he was sorry. Get a grip, woman. He’s not keeper material, get that through your head. “Good. Now that we have this settled, I’d like to see it in writing.”
“I’ll do no such thing. You have my word and that should be good enough. I’ve never broken my word.”
What should I do? Stand firm on a signature? Trust him? “Okay. I’ll have to trust you on that. Where do we go from here?”
“I’ve received a request for a photo shoot for one of the top magazines. They want to do a complete Danea Fitzgerald feature with you modeling my designs. Two major adult magazines also called wanting you for a centerfold, but I’m sure you won’t be interested in that.”
“Not at this point. I have no interest in being stark naked on their centerfold.”
“I won’t give them a negative answer yet in case you change your mind. It pays a lot of money.”
“Not everything is about money.”
“Really. Then what made you change your mind?”
“Honor. I’ll abide by most of the clauses in the contracts. And yes, I don’t mind the money either. When is the photo shoot?”
“In a few weeks. You’ll need to touch up the tan. It fades after a week.”
“What do I do in the meantime and what’s after the photo shoot?”
“You need to come in for a fitting tomorrow. You’ll not only wear the dresses you modeled, but some others as well. They’ll need adjustments to fit you. I’ll send the limo for you.”
“Okay. Have a good day, Mr. Ostarizo.” I turned and walked toward the door.
“Danea?”
I stopped, my hand on the doorknob. “Yes?”
“I feel I owe you an apology.”
I was so tempted to turn and run into his arms. Don’t do it. You can get over him now. If you continue seeing him, you’ll fall deeper in love and he’ll hurt you even more when he tires of you. “No apology necessary. Whatever happened, I allowed it. It’s history.” I was about to turn the knob, but he continued.
“Dammit, woman. It’s not about what we did. I can’t get you out of my mind.”
“I’m sorry. Can I go now?”
“Turn around.”
I didn’t. Hadn’t I just told him I refused to be ordered by him anymore? I heard the door unlock, turned the knob and left his office, though my heart crashed against my ribs. It pounded so hard, and my stomach was a mass of butterflies, I felt as if I was going to explode. I so badly wanted to turn around and rush into his arms. The door clicked shut behind me. I gave ogre a curt nod and went downstairs to the salon.
“Hi, Helen. Can you give me John’s phone number?”
Helen’s eyebrows raised but she didn’t ask any questions. “Here’s his card.”
“Thanks.”
Once outside the building, I hailed a taxi. I gave the driver the address on the card. It wasn’t that far away. I could have walked it, but in spikes that might have posed a problem.
John Simmons, specializing in piercings and tattoos, it said on the card. I hadn’t realized he also did tattoos. Maybe he had someone working for him who did. I entered the salon and asked to see John. He came to the reception desk after a few minutes.
“Danea, how nice to see you. I heard you’re famous! Congratulations.”
“Thanks. I’d like you to do some more piercings and I’m also interested in several tattoos.”
“Does Kalem know about the tattoos?”
“No. When can you do the piercings? And the tattoos?”
“I’m free. Business is slow today. I can take you now if you like.”
“Oh? That’s perfect.”
“What would you like done?”
“How long does a tattoo take? Can you do that today, too?”
“I don’t do those, but I have a tattoo artist who probably can. Depends on what you want. Piercings don’t take long at all, as you know.”
“I’ve got all day and evening.”
“Tell me what you want.”
“Nipple rings, bellybutton, and a row of surface studs on the outer labia, both sides, a ring at the bottom of my vagina. I want a dragon tattoo where my pubic hair is now with its tail curling down the outer labia to my butt crack. On the other labia, I want a snake. Around my anus I want a rose.” I don’t know how I came up with the rose around my asshole, but it just seemed like a neat idea.
“Mm, not sure if it can all be done today. Maybe the dragon. Anyway, come into my studio and I’ll start the piercings. Kalem already bought the jewelry for those, as I told you, but not the surface studs.”
“I can afford to pay for them, and the tattoos. I don’t want Kalem to know about any of this. Please?”
“Whatever you say. Come with me.”
I followed him into what he called his studio. It was a very sterile looking room. Without hesitation, I took my clothes off, including my G-string, then took my place on the table, my legs automatically going into the stirrups.
“Your locks are gone,” John said, his eyebrows raised.
“Yes.”
“Okay. I won’t ask questions. Everything looks good down there. You’re healing well.”
Before he started, he waxed whatever pubic hair I had left. I relished his fingers fiddling with my pussy, spreading my labia as he looked for the right spot to insert the ring at the base of my vagina. 
“I presume you want gold?”
“Yes, like the clit ring.”
It hurt, but I welcomed the pain. It sent an intense thrill all the way up my vagina. I was weird, I decided. How can pain make a person horny? After he’d inserted the ring, he held the mirror between my legs. I loved it. It looked really sexy.
Next he proceeded to place a row of surface studs on my outer labia from top to bottom. “I’d like the dragon to have studs for its eyes,” I told him.
“I’ll have to wait until the tattoo has healed. Your nipples are next and last your bellybutton. Kalem chose some beautiful nipple rings and bellybutton jewelry.”
I let out a yelp as he pierced each nipple. I found it extremely painful. After he’d inserted the nipple rings and showed me in the mirror what it looked like, I heated up like never before. A gold bar at the base of my nipples held a round ring studded with diamonds. The rings fit exactly around the base. My nipples poked completely out.
The bellybutton piercing was more painful, but it didn’t last long. The jewelry was a gold ring with fine gold chains dangling from it, a diamond at the bottom of each. My piercings were finished and the tattoo artist entered the room.
I had to place my legs in the stirrups again. The tattoo artist was an older man, I judged him to be in his fifties, and sported long gray hair held back in a ponytail. When he looked at me, I noticed he had steely gray eyes—certainly not someone who’d turn me on. He put on a pair of latex gloves and got his instruments ready. The tattoo artist sat on a stool between my legs. His one hand pulled the skin taut while he tattooed with the other. The pricks were uncomfortable, but not painful. 
It seemed to take a long time and I was starting to get very hungry. My stomach growled.
“I’ll go and order us some food. I can hear your stomach,” John said and got up from the stool he’d been sitting on while watching the procedure.
The tattoo artist finally went to work on the outer labia. To tattoo that area, he had to play with my pussy lips and of course, it got me horny again, no matter what the man looked like. It seemed anyone touching me down there, playing with my genitals, got me horny as hell. The tail finished, he moved to the other side and began to tattoo the snake.
“Where do you want the head?” he asked.
“Near my clit somewhere, its tongue pointing at my clit.”
“Mm, I’ll see if it fits between the dragon’s legs.”
His finger was on my clit pulling the skin very tight. I felt it pulse, harden, my juices spilling. The man didn’t even blink. He dabbed me dry with a tissue. I could hardly believe I was doing this, but seeing Shannon’s tattoos had really turned me on, and I had found them incredibly sexy. It was nearly eight in the evening by the time he was finished. He held a mirror between my legs for me to see. The skin was quite red, but the tattoos were beautiful. I could imagine the dragon’s eyes after John applied surface studs.
John came into the room. “Are you finished?”
“Yes.”
“Let me see.”
I spread my legs again so John could see the tattoo artist’s handiwork.
“Oh, my God, girl. Beautiful. But if Kalem finds out, he’ll have a heart attack.”
“Has nothing to do with my modeling career. He isn’t going to see it, and if you don’t tell him, he’ll never know. Give him back the money for the jewelry. I’ll pay for it all.”
“Okay. I have food for you. I got you a salad and orange juice, not knowing how long it would take. Anything warm would have been cold by now.”
“Thanks. Salad is great.”
“You’ll need to take good care of the tattoos, keep them moist. I’ll give you a lubricant for that. It will take at least five days before they’ve healed. The lubricant is very important. You don’t want your skin to dry out and for it to scab and scale. Shower regularly. Any dead skin will automatically wash off, and continue the lubricant for at least another week.”
I got dressed, sat in the reception area with John while I ate my salad and chatted amiably with him.
“If I knew it wouldn’t invite Kalem’s wrath, I’d ask you to go out with me. I really like you, Danea.”
“Thanks. Maybe in the future? I’ll take a rain check.” Kalem had no say in who I dated. I didn’t recall seeing anything in the modeling contract about his models not dating. I really liked John, too, and could imagine going out with him, but then. I’d sworn off men in general.
John called me a cab. 
I walked into my apartment just after nine. Shannon had left a message and there was another one from Kalem canceling my fitting tomorrow. Good. I needed time for the tattoos and piercings to begin their healing. Tomorrow was going to be a vegetating day for me, I decided. I wondered why the fitting had been canceled. Had he changed his mind about keeping me on?
I kicked the shoes off, peeled out of the dress and went to my bedroom, taking the lubricant with me. Standing before the mirror, I inspected my reflection. I looked exotic. The nipple rings glittered around my dark nipples and against the dark aureole—the bellybutton jewelry the same. I loved the tiny dragon just above my clit and the snakehead, its tongue pointing down, aiming at my clit as if to eat it. After opening the jar of lubricant, I applied it liberally to the tattoos. I was a tad sore, as if I had a major sunburn, but John had told me the smarting would subside.
Cupping my breasts, I squeezed them and wondered what the aureole would look like if I had surface studs on them. Maybe that was going a bit too far. I took the makeup mirror out of the kit and lay on the bed. Pulling my knees up, I set it between my legs and looked at my pussy. Gazing at my own genitals, the new studs and the tattooed lips, need rose within me. I pried the lips apart. The vaginal ring glittered at me. I played with my clit and wished I had a sex toy. Buying a dildo would be on my to do list for tomorrow. I slipped two fingers into my oozing vagina and swished them around. To heighten my climax, I thought about Kalem and our night of wild sex. In seconds, my juices soaked my pussy. I’d signed off on him, but had I really?
 



 
 
 
Chapter Eight
 
 
I spent my time sketching while I waited for my tattoos and piercings to heal. I also anxiously waited for a call about the photo shoot. I had called once to ask if I needed to come in to the office and work with the design team but ogre told me that Mr. Ostarizo had said for me to work at home.
I finally got the call and was grateful it had taken so long. The peeling of my skin between my legs was not a pretty sight. The fitting of the other dresses took place three days before the photo shoot, which was to happen on Thursday. I wore panties and a tank top so the seamstress wouldn’t see anything. I hadn’t heard from Kalem at all, and neither was he present at the fitting.
The limo picked me up early on Wednesday morning for my salon treatment. My pubic hair had started to grow back in so I needed another wax job. The second application of instant tan caused an even darker tan than I’d had before and the tattoos and jewelry contrasted sharply.
The next morning they did my makeup and hair. After I was done, I stood naked before their full-length mirrors, mesmerized by the stranger gazing back at me. The woman in the reflection hardly resembled the Danea of a few weeks ago.
The clothes I was to wear for the shoot all waited for me at the photographer’s studio. He had his own makeup girl on standby in case I needed any touchups. His name was Daniel.
“I’ve got no idea what to do. I’m very new at all this,” I told him.
“Don’t worry, Danea. I’ll tell you how to pose, what to do, when to smile or not to smile,” he said.
He was a young man, I guessed in his mid-twenties. Very handsome with light blond hair, blue eyes, dimples in his cheeks when he smiled, and what an engaging smile he had. He was also very tall and muscular. I noticed a wedding ring on his finger.
My first outfit was a pantsuit. I found that type of modeling quite tiring as the camera clicked rapidly and he seemed to shoot hundreds of pictures of me in the same outfit in various positions and with different backdrops. The lights were hot, causing me to perspire. The makeup girl had to dab my face often and touch up my makeup.
Last were the dresses. To my consternation, as I was ready for the first shots of me in a yellow gown, Kalem appeared. My legs turned to rubber, my face grew warm and my stomach knotted. Damn, why did he have that effect on me? I’d worked so hard to put him out of my mind, to accept that it could never be. And there he was, gazing at me with those black mysterious eyes getting me all hot and bothered. As if I wasn’t hot enough under the bright lights.
The silver dress was last. I tried to ignore Kalem’s presence, but found it impossible. I felt his gaze on me constantly. Several times, I’d dared glance in his direction only suffer more discomfort when I saw him standing watching me. I stood before the mirror while the makeup girl locked the clasps of the harness. My new body jewelry showed clearly through the cobweb material as did my tattoo. There was no escaping it. Kalem would be introduced to the protector of my virginity. I giggled at my own weird sense of humor as I took my position in front of the new backdrop. It was a fantasy scene, or maybe more scifi. The lights would show everything. I squinted and looked at Kalem’s face. Unreadable. Granite. If he’d noticed my piercings, the tattoo, he didn’t show any sign of it.
I began the routine poses I knew by heart. I heard Daniel’s heavy breathing. His voice was hoarse as he issued posing commands. He might be married, but I’d turned him on wearing the cobweb.
To my dismay, Kalem joined me. In seconds, he had the leash attached to the collar. One of the assistants clasped a thin chain to each of the wristbands and to the anklets. He wouldn’t. Oh, my God, would he dare—in front of Daniel and his two male assistants—the makeup girl? The thought infuriated me but it made my pussy swell and my clit throb at the same time. I wouldn’t put anything past Kalem. The assistant moved out of the camera’s view. I heard it click as Kalem pulled the leash and made me to fall against him. My heart almost stopped when my body touched his. He forced me into several poses without really using force. I allowed it. I craved it.
What he did next was completely unexpected. He did the unthinkable. Holding me close with the leash, gazing into my eyes, he tore at the cobweb. It gave way, much too easily. Vaguely, I heard the clicks of the camera and Daniel’s heavy breathing. It all sounded far away, as if Kalem and I were alone. His foot pushed between my legs slowly stomping the bottom of the skirt down to the floor. I knew most of the material was shredded. From somewhere someone had added an alien looking bench to the set. Taking me by the shoulders, he pushed me down until I lay on it. Taking the silver chains on the bracelets, he pulled my arms over my head and fastened them beneath the bench. He spread my legs and did the same with the anklets. Only strips of cobweb clung here and there to my body I noticed as I lifted my head and looked. I lay exposed for anyone and everyone to gawk at.
Kalem stood beside me. He was wearing his usual black leather pants and knee high leather boots. His chest was bare. He placed one boot beside me on the bench and lifted his hand. I saw the flogger he held and cringed. It had a silver handle with purple leather strands and silver beads at the ends. I held my breath as he trailed it from my pussy to my breasts and back again. He raised his arm and brought the flogger down on my stomach and breasts. It stung, but it caused heavenly sensations throughout my body. He brought the flogger down several more times and with each lash, I squirmed and my pussy lips swelled, my clit stiffened and throbbed. I screamed and whimpered, I squirmed and thrust my hips upward, seeking his touch. My juices spilled. I couldn’t do anything to stop it. Why hadn’t I protested? I could have flatly refused as soon as he joined me. But I hadn’t refused. I had to admit, I welcomed his presence, his touch, and what he was doing to me. That Daniel was shooting the entire scene, only made my libido go into overdrive. He stopped and unfastened the chains. I thought the shoot was over, but I was wrong.
The assistants brought out a wooden contraption. I had no idea what it was but soon found out. Pulling the leash, Kalem made me bend over a horizontal bar. I saw the rings on its pedestal and sucked in my breath. My hands barely reached the rings as he threaded the silver chain through them and secured them. He did the same with my feet. The wood was rough as if made from fresh cut trees, I guessed to suit the scene. The cross bar did have an indent for my body along with some soft padding. The whole thing was about four feet wide. There I was, bent over and spread-eagled and on display. My breasts hung towards my chin, my nipples were harder than ever. What would he do next?
The flogger struck my ass hard. Tears stung my eyes, yet I still didn’t protest. I gasped and bit my lower lip, and loved it. I wanted more but bit my tongue not to beg. I wouldn’t give the photographer and his assistants the satisfaction, even less Kalem. He continued to flog me until my ass cheeks burned. Sometimes he merely trailed the strands of the flogger up and down my ass crack and my cleft, teasing me. Other times, I’m sure the full strength of his arm went into the blows. It didn’t matter, I loved it all and he seemed to know it. I knew he was enjoying every second of his torture of me and relished the juices trickling down my crack.
He stopped and undid the chains. The assistants dragged the wooden contraption away. Before I had time to think about what had just happened, something descended from the ceiling. It was some kind of swing made from twine hanging from rough ropes. It was triangular shaped. He pushed me down on it and onto my back so that my ass cheeks were at the edge of the seat. He put each of my feet beside the rope nearest it and tied the chain to a ring. The leash, he tied to the single rope behind my head. Next, he made me hold my ankles and tied the wrist chains to my anklets. My pussy was even more exposed than before. The heat of the lights warmed my vagina. 
What he did next was something I’d never heard of. Then again, I hadn’t heard of any of it so what was I even thinking? He placed two plastic cylinders over my nipples. He squeezed a handle on each cylinder and strong suction pulled on both nipples. The suction continued for a while until I thought my nipples would pop out of my breasts, then he removed the cylinders. I glanced at my nipples. They were beyond huge and throbbed with desire. Not even a man’s mouth could awaken such erotic feelings in them. He quickly attached nipple clamps and tightened them.
I had no idea what he did next as I couldn’t see down there. Something cool and slick entered my asshole and when I realized it was lubricant, I thought for sure he was going to fuck me in front of everyone. Something was shoved into my anus. I had no idea what it was but it felt pleasant. He had a dildo in his hand and held it against my vagina. Oh, my God! Surely he wasn’t going to pierce my hymen with a dildo? I looked at the huge dildo and shuddered. It looked even bigger at the base than his cock. “No!” I screamed as he started to insert it into me. I tried to clench my vaginal muscles, but I was so wide open, it was impossible. I felt my hole widen. The invasion continued. “No! Stop!” I yelled again. “Damn you to hell, you devil! You’ll not deflower me this way!”
He didn’t push any further than the tip. I heard the clicking of the camera as I squirmed, or tried to as best I could, but now I was squirming because he was killing me with all his teasing. The dildo stretched my tight vagina, then it suddenly vibrated, sending thrill upon thrill deep inside me, into my abdomen, exciting me, stimulating every sexual nerve within me. I exploded. I gushed.
It was over. But not the shoot. Kalem unlocked the chains. He waited until the swing disappeared. Another machine appeared. The backdrop changed to look like a room . This machine was low, had a split seat and a handle in front.
“Sit down,” Daniel urged from far away.
I sat.
“Spread your legs.”
Kalem knelt in front of me and inserted a dildo into the machine that pointed at my pussy. It was some sort of fucking machine, I realized. There was a handle for me to pull on. Instead, Kalem sat cross-legged on the floor in front of me and gazed at my pussy. He held the handle and brought the dildo to my hole. He pushed it into me just a little and held still.
“Not good. Kalem, what’s left of the dress needs to go.”
It didn’t take much for him to rip the rest of the dress from my body. The nipple clamps were still attached to my nipples and he tightened them much to my surprise. I felt the shooting sensations through my enlarged nipples. The camera clicked.
“Stand up, Danea. Now stand behind her, Kalem,” Daniel said.
The assistants removed the machine. Another backdrop descended from the ceiling. A beach scene, an ocean at sunset. Kalem stood behind me. The bulge at his crotch pressed insistently against my back and I knew he had a huge hard-on. He squeezed my breasts hard. I moaned in ecstasy. He let go of one and his hand slid down to my pussy. My nether lips spread. His face was in my neck, his lips biting my earlobe. Another man appeared on scene. He was naked and sporting enormous erection. He was the opposite of Kalem, very fair, his long hair hung loose down his back and over his shoulders. It was curly and wild. He had green eyes and was beautifully handsome. He knelt before me, his face level with my pussy. His tongue touched my clit. Oh, my God, oh, my God! The camera clicked and clicked.
“Next,” Daniel shouted.
Some other machinery appeared from above. Kalem placed my wrists into two leather loops. He lifted me while the blond man placed my legs in leather loops. I hung suspended, in a half sitting position. The blond stood between my legs, his cock aimed at my vagina. Kalem filled his hands with my breasts and squeezed hard. The blond didn’t enter me. He merely held his cock at the ready the tip brushing the outer lips.
The next pose, I was knelt, my arms held on either side of my legs until I was completely doubled over. One of the men placed a spreader bar between my ankles. The blond lay on the floor and wriggled beneath me his cock again touching my pussy. Something pushed against my anus then entered me. Whatever was in there was slowly pulled out. It was a weird intoxicating sensation. Something replaced it. It felt like a cock, yet I knew it wasn’t. 
All that time Kalem was still in his leather pants and boots. It had to be him shoving a dildo into my asshole very slowly. 
I thought it would never stop. By evening, I was sure I knew every sex toy and device on the market. The shoot wasn’t over yet.
“There’s another dress for you to model,” Kalem said.
In a daze, I went to the dressing room and found a gorgeous eighteenth century gown waiting for me. The makeup girl got busy with my makeup and my hair. She pinned it up and had a fake piece consisting of a mass of curls she pinned to the back of my head. The color matched mine perfectly. The dress was beautiful. White, it almost looked like a bridal gown with all its lace and full flounced skirt edged with wide ruffles. I had to wear a hoop petticoat underneath. She handed me a delicate fan and I returned to the set.
The backdrop was one of a riverboat on a river. Kalem already waited for me. He was dressed in the same leather pants and boots but he added a pirate shirt.
“Ready?” Daniel asked after adjusting his lights.
Kalem took me into his arms and bent me backward while leaning over me. The low cut of the neckline caused my breasts to almost spill out.
“Beautiful. Different pose. Kiss her now.”
He took me into his arms and kissed me, his tongue entering my mouth. I felt the last tiny bit of resistance leave my body as he drained it out of me. He continued as if no one else was present. He unhooked the back of the dress causing the bodice to slip down. Cupping my breasts, he sucked each nipple while he slowly slid the dress and petticoat to the floor. I stood half-naked in white cotton pantaloons and the old-fashioned shoes. He kicked the dress out of the way. He continued sucking my nipples, playing idly with the nipple rings while he sucked, then trailed kisses down my abdomen and slid the pantaloons to my ankles. I kicked the shoes off and stepped out of the pantaloons. When he knelt and kissed my clit, I inadvertently sucked in my breath. I threaded my fingers into his hair and pushed his face against my pussy.
He spread my legs. His tongue searched for and found my opening. He didn’t enter fully—he flicked the tip in and out. I yanked at his hair, tried to push his head, but he resisted. He pulled back and rose to his feet. I pulled at his shirt, got it out of the pants and pushed it up. My hands slid up to his massive chest. He removed the shirt and held me. The blond man appeared as if from nowhere and stood behind me. Like Kalem, he also wore black leather pants and boots. I stood wedged between the two men, the blond nibbling at my back while Kalem played with my breasts and nipples. The blond fumbled with his belt, a moment later a boot come off then the another. Before long, as the blond knelt behind me and licked between my buttocks, I was shocked to see Kalem undo his belt. Was he actually going to get naked? The boots came off, followed by his pants. His cock pressed into my belly. Again, the two men wedged me between them. I had two massive cocks pulsing for me. My sexual appetite was at an all-time high. I was so aroused I could scarcely catch my breath. The teasing was brutal. I squirmed between them. I craved Kalem. The blond was an added extra, firing my ravenous lust. What would it be like to have two men inside me?
Kalem lowered me to the floor. Both men stood beside me, their cocks pulsing to the rapid beating of their hearts. Each held his cock and pumped it slowly, gazing down at me as I lay waiting to see what they’d do next. The blond man knelt behind my head and Kalem between my legs. He pushed my knees up. The blond man grabbed my ankles and pulled my legs over his shoulders. Kalem’s fingers were already inside my vagina, his cock poised at my asshole. Someone approached, waited for Kalem to put on a condom, squirted lubricant on his cock and quickly disappeared again.
“Grab Luke’s cock, Danea,” Daniel said.
So the blond was Luke. I reached back and felt for his cock. It pulsed in my hand. Kalem entered my anus slowly. The thin walls stretched to accommodate him, while he continued to finger fuck me. With one slow deliberate thrust, he entered me fully. He sat on his heels for a few moments gazing at my face, then leaned forward and grasped my breasts. I pumped Luke’s cock while Kalem fucked me. I was hungry for all of this. Kalem’s thrusting intensified and Luke’s cock grow more rigid as I masturbated him. Suddenly, he let go of my legs as Kalem pulled out. Kalem’s semen spilled all over my belly while Luke’s squirted across my breasts. I smelled the potent scent and inhaled it. It acted like an aphrodisiac and I was delirious with lust. 
“It’s a wrap,” Kalem said. Picking up his clothes, he strode away, followed by Luke.
“You can get dressed now,” Daniel said, shutting off the lights one by one.
I was left horny, unsatisfied, filled with wanton craving. I tried to calm my heart, my libido while I dressed. When I came out of the dressing room, Kalem was gone. I could hardly believe what I’d allowed. Kalem had mentioned photos. My God, were these for his personal use? Was he into threesomes?
“Danea, you were magnificent,” Daniel said. “I’m amazed Kalem agreed to take part. We had another model on standby, but I’ve wanted to do photo shoots with him for a long time. He always refused.”
“Really. What was the purpose of the porn shoot? All the toys and equipment?”
“It’s for a porn magazine. And many of the ones with the toys and equipment for a sex toy store online.”
I fumed, but again, I had let it happen.
 
The limo was ready for me when I left the studio. On the way back to my apartment, I thought about the photo shoot. Well, my mother and her sisters would never see any of those photos, or the online sex store. Not only had Kalem awakened my sexuality, he’d turned me into a woman ravenous for sex, all kind of sex. Now that I’d done this photo shoot, I decided I’d agree to do the other shoots for the centerfolds.
I took my cell phone out of my purse and dialed Kalem’s.
“Yes? Do you still want to quit?”
Geez, what a way to answer the phone. “Fuck you, Kalem. You could have warned me.”
“You would have refused. Tell me you didn’t enjoy every second of it.”
My heart pounded. For a moment, I felt like lying to him, but then admitted it. “I did.”
“I know you did,” he said in soft sexy voice. “I saw the evidence trickling from your pussy.”
“I’ll agree to do the other photo shoots now.”
“I knew you would. Good thing I hadn’t canceled the whole thing.”
“You mean you’ve already set a date?”
“Yes. They want you as soon as possible. I’d like you to have the locks back on the rings. Will you do that?”
“I suppose.”
“It’s something they noticed on several pictures of you in the silver dress. They’ve never done a shoot of anyone with those.”
“This afternoon was really a series of three shoots then, right? Daniel told me one was for a sex store that’s online and the other for a porn magazine.”
“And the clothing for a fashion magazine.”
“Won’t the porn photos ruin my career?”
“I don’t think so. Even bad publicity is good publicity.”
“When is the shoot?”
“We’ll fly to the location on Sunday and the other shoot is on Wednesday and possibly Thursday. Depends if they do more than one shoot.”
“And that is where?”
“Hawaii. One magazine chose the Hawaii location. I convinced the other magazine to do their shoot there as well.”
A thrill went through me. “Really? And you’re going, too?”
“Yes. I have to protect my investment.”
“Investment?”
“You.”
“I didn’t know I was an investment.”
I could hardly believe we were having a fairly normal conversation. Just listening to his voice made me horny.
“Wrong wording I guess. Invested interest? You should feel flattered. You’re the only model I’ve ever posed with. The only woman I’ve ever done this with.”
“So you say.”
“Your choice to believe me or not. I’ll see you tomorrow night? We’ll be there for four days. The limo will pick you up at seven Saturday evening. We’ll arrive in Hawaii nine hours later, enough time to sleep for a while. The shoot starts at ten.”
“Okay.”
The phone went dead.
Tomorrow night? That was fast.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Nine
 
 
We landed in Hawaii. Even though Kalem sat next to me on the plane, he barely said a word so I slept most of the way. The salon had touched up my hair yesterday, added more blonde streaks. The magazine would look after any props, clothing and accessories. They’d also do my makeup and hair.
He’d rented a car and apparently knew Hawaii well. He drove straight to our hotel. I waited for him to register us. He returned quickly. Could he see right through me? It seemed he’d already made all the arrangements, booked the hotel and everything. Was I that transparent?
We stepped out of the elevator. I followed Kalem pulling my suitcase. I’d probably over packed. Hell, we were only going to be there for a few days. He stopped in front of a door.
“This is ours.”
“Ours?”
“Yes.”
I quivered internally. Share a room with him? And a lavish room it was. There was one king size bed. So I would share the bed with him. Oh man, gone are all my resolutions. You’re kidding yourself, girl. Your resolutions flew out the door when you didn’t protest at the photo shoot.
“I don’t know about you, but I’m going to sleep for a while,” he said and promptly took off his runners, jeans and shirt. Still wearing a pair of black boxer shorts, he headed for the bed.
“I should try and sleep a while, though I slept on the plane,” I said. I hadn’t brought any nightwear. I’d expected to have a hotel room of my own. I kicked my sandals off, slipped out of my shorts but kept the top on and joined him on the bed. It took a while for me to doze off. Lying next to him, without him touching me, was no mean feat.
 
I was startled awake at nine. “Heavens I overslept,” I muttered and got off the bed. Kalem wasn’t in the room. Maybe he was in the bathroom. If I hurried, I could get a bite to eat before the shoot. I showered quickly and put on a pair of white shorts and a halter.
Kalem came into the room just as I was about to leave. He was dressed in swimming trunks.
“You’ve been swimming?”
“Yes. Terrific pool here. Are you hungry?”
“Yes, but it’s twenty after nine. If we have to be there at ten, we’d better—”
“They’re picking us up at ten. Plenty of time to eat. Take your shorts off and bend over.”
“What?”
“The locks.”
“Oh, yeah.” I’d forgotten about the locks and how exotic the people at the magazine thought they were. I took my shorts off and bent for him, keeping my feet apart. His fingers were between my legs. I waited for him to do something, to push a finger into me, to stroke me. I ached for him—for his touch, for his cock, but there was no way in hell I was going to beg him. I’d made my stand. Professional it would be. I felt him put the locks on the rings and saw him step back. I straightened and put my shorts on again, my heart ready to burst out of my chest and my pussy already soaking my shorts. If I didn’t get control of myself, I’d have to change.
Kalem acted as if what he’d just done was just like signing a letter. He was straight faced and motioned me to follow him. Silently we headed to the elevator and rode it down to the main floor.
Breakfast was a smorgasbord. I chose some scrambled eggs, a piece of toast and fruit and a bottle of water. We ate in silence. It was unnerving how little he spoke. By the time we finished, it was time to go and wait for our ride.
The car was there, waiting for us. I was awed by the scenery and the how striking the plants, trees and flowers were. The pavement ended and we drove over a dirt road. It climbed steadily. We finally stopped and had to continue on foot. I wondered about the poor photographers and their equipment. 
We came to a waterfall cascading into a crystal clear pool, that looked so inviting. The falls and pool were surrounded by an amazing variety of flowers and trees. A silvery sand beach surrounded the water. Several flowers lay strewn at the edge of the pool.
“Eden,” I said.
“What?”
“Paradise.”
“Yes. It’s beautiful. A perfect location for the shoot,” Kalem replied.
The crew was waiting for us. There were four other models waiting when we got there. One was a black girl, an oriental girl, a platinum blonde and a black haired girl who could have been Italian or Mexican by looking at her. They were all beautiful with long hair and magnificent bodies. None of them had piercings. They were already naked and getting their makeup and hair done.
“Ah, Kalem Ostarizo. Everyone, meet Kalem and his latest acquisition, Danea, I believe?”
I nodded. So now I was an acquisition.
“I’m Gordon. The photographer over there is Jamie. He nodded towards a thin dark haired man fiddling with his camera equipment. “His assistants are Tom and Stuart. Our makeup artist is Tracy and our hairdresser is Wayne. The girls, that’s Nadine over there,” he said, pointing at the black girl. “Suzy, Sylvie and Char.” He kind of waved his hand across the other three, so I had no idea who was who.
I’d have a tough time remembering all their names except for Nadine. I could hardly keep my eyes off her. She was like a Nubian queen with her tall, lithe body, large, jutting breasts topped by enormous black nipples and a figure to die for. I wondered what her pussy looked like. Would it be black like the rest of her? She was sitting on a stool with her legs spread slightly apart. Her labia looked dark. I was determined to see the rest, to part those sexy lips and examine her cleft.
“Time to take your clothes off, girl,” Gordon told me. “Go and grab a stool over there so Tracy can do your makeup.”
I took my shorts and top off. Gordon’s gaze traveled over my body and came to rest on my clit.
“Oh, my God. You’re going to be sensational,” he said. 
Kalem had grabbed a chair and sat near the edge of the trees. I sat on the stool, my back to him. Tracy attended to me quickly. I’d become used to having makeup put on and enjoyed the pampered feeling.
After Tracy was done, Wayne did my hair. He left it loose, but sprayed it with body spray and dried it with a portable dryer and a brushed it into large waves.
“Girls, you ready to rock’n’roll?” Gordon asked.
“Yes, let’s get this over with,” the blonde said.
“For the first shoot, I want you all to wear these.”
He held up an arm full of sarongs and G-strings. He handed one to each of us. Mine was blue.
The first shots were of all of us together wading at the edge of the water. Then as two and threesomes holding hands. He hung leis around our necks. Then came the single shots. It was my turn.
“Start undoing the sarong and lower it slowly,” he said. I stood knee deep in the water and slowly unfastened the sarong and lowered it, posing as I had for Friday’s photo shoot. When the sarong was at my thighs, he told me to drop it into the water. The flowers covered my breasts. He had Jamie take shots of us all together, and again in pairs and threesomes. 
After fishing the sarongs out of the water, Tracy spread them across the lower branches to dry. “Single girls only for these shots. Play with the flowers, expose your titties then take the leis off,” Gordon told us.
I was last again. I played with the flowers exposing my breasts partially, fully, then pulled the lei over my head. It dropped in to the water and floated around my legs. 
“Slowly remove your G-string now.”
I peeled it down slowly until I stepped out of it. I threw it onto the beach. Naked, I pivoted, twirled, posed with my back to the camera, bent over with my legs spread giving a full view of my cleft, lifted my breasts, tweaked my nipples, rested my fingers on my clit, anything I could think of.
“That’s great. Okay, Nadine next.”
Her beauty turned me on. I could hardly believe I was getting horny just watching her. Yet I didn’t have the urge to make love to her or have her touch me. I just wanted to see, and hoped my curiosity about her sex would be satisfied. She copied me and with her back to the camera bent over spreading her legs. It all looked dark. I’d expected pink like the inside of her hands, but no. There was no difference in color. Matter of fact, it looked a shade darker. I waited until each model had their turn.
“Danea, go and sit on the biggest rock please.”
I sat on the rock and opened my legs. 
“Lift your right leg and put your foot on the rock. Lean back on both hands and pretend you’re adoring the sun.”
And that I was. I felt its hot rays on my body, my nipples, playing with my clit. I felt like opening my nether lips and inviting the rays in, but had no idea what they wanted or how exposed we would be required to get. I’d never seen one of their centerfolds. He had me pose in so many positions that I became dizzy. Finally, he told me to pull my legs up and pull my labia apart.
“I can’t.”
“Why?”
“The locks.”
“Oh, right. Can you take them off?”
“I can’t personally, no. Kalem has the key.”
“Has he now? That’s interesting. Kalem! You’re needed.”
Kalem approached the rock.
“Can you remove the locks for us?”
He approached me, nonchalantly, and took his chain off. His fingers were between my legs instantly and made my pussy lips swell, my clit throb as he bent close to insert the tiny key. He removed the locks and put them on the chain, then hung it around his neck again. I resumed my position, opened my legs wide and spreading my pussy lips. I knew I was exposing the inner labia and my vagina. Cream trickled down my crack, thanks to Kalem.
“Not all these photos are for the magazine. Many of them will be online,” Gordon said.
Again, he had me in many positions, all of them exposing my pussy, my vagina, my clit. He had me squeeze my breasts making my nipples poke out more.
I watched the other girls take their turn on the rock. Nadine was last that time. When she opened her pussy lips, I sucked in my breath. Her vagina was a startling pink against the black lips and inner labia. How beautiful, how utterly enticing.
Gordon gave us all flimsy bits of material. Wayne and Tracy helped drape them around our bodies. After that, he wanted us together as pairs and threesomes. To my delight, he paired me with Nadine. He had Nadine lie at the edge of the water, just slightly immersed. Nadine lay on her back while I sat on my heels beside her. First, I had to delicately remove the bits of material, then massage her breasts. 
He waded into the water and handed me a bottle of what looked like oil. “Cover her completely with this, all except her face. Take off your material.”
I squirted the oil onto her body and smoothed it all over her with my hands. She turned for me and lay on her chest. I oiled her back, her ass crack, the back of her legs, until she was shiny from head to toe.
“Make sure you oil her pussy thoroughly,” Gordon suggested.
I squirted oil between Nadine’s legs and rubbed the oil all over her pussy and between her folds. Nadine turned onto her back again, sat and oiled my body. She lay down in the water and I resumed my position.
He asked me to open her pussy lips and put my finger on her clit, and to look closely at her pussy. I did and felt my vagina pulse. I would have given anything for Kalem to enter me right then. Next, he had me place my knees on either side of her with my pussy facing her and me holding her knees while I gazed down at her pussy. He told me to let go off her knees and enter her with a finger. I had her lips parted with one hand and entered her with a finger from the other.
“Three fingers now.”
While I swirled my fingers around inside Nadine’s vagina, I felt her fingers spreading my pussy lips then entering me. Though I resisted becoming horny, I couldn’t help myself. It seemed any touch between my legs got me going, no matter whose fingers played with me. I came in seconds my cream gushing.
“Next two,” Gordon said.
I sat on the sand and waited. When that shoot was over, Gordon told us to pose under the falls. “When I tell you to, I want you to dive into the pool and swim toward shore.”
It was the final shoot of the day. We stood under the cascading water, all five of us together at first, individually, then as pairs and threesome. Nadine cupped my breasts— she bent and sucked my nipples, then sat on her heels and eased a finger into my vagina.
“Your turn, Danea,” Gordon shouted to make himself heard over the roar of the water.
I sucked Nadine’s nipples. She spread her legs for me and I entered her pussy with my fingers.
“Now kiss.”
Nadine took me into her arms and kissed me on the lips, her hands on my ass pulling my ass cheeks apart. I presumed I had to do the same. She turned slightly so her ass faced the camera. How much of it was visible through the water, I didn’t have a clue.
“Dive now, one at a time and walk slowly to the shore, a finger on your clit.”
Nadine dove in first. I waited for the other girls to dive in, watched what they did, and dove in last. I walked out of the water stroking my body, then fingering my clit.
“It’s a wrap. Great shoot, girls. Good work.”
Kalem joined me. “I wonder how many of those photos they’re going to use,” I said.
“They’ll choose the best ones for the magazine. Online, they’ll probably use most of them. People pay good money to see those pictures.”
“You can put the locks back on now, if you like,” I said, blood shooting to my face.
He looked into my eyes. Was that a questioning look? “I want the locks, Kalem,” I said softly.
“Bend.”
I bent for him and he slid the locks back through the rings. I wanted them because I wanted to feel his fingers on my pussy. I didn’t want to tell him that. “What did you think of the shoot?”
“There will be some exotic photos, especially the ones of you with the black girl.”
“Did it turn you on?” I asked softly.
“Slightly.”
“Only slightly?”
“You turn me on, and you know it.”
“Girls, your sarongs are dry. You can keep them. Barbecue time,” Gordon said. “Tomorrow’s shoot will be in the hotel.”
“Another shoot?” I asked while wrapping the sarong around myself.
“Yes. This one starts with you wearing clothes, then lingerie, and finally you’ll all be naked.”
A soft breeze across the small barbecue sent the delicious aroma of steak toward me. Gordon opened a second cooler and told everyone to help themselves to beer or wine.
“That’s welcome after drinking water all day,” Kalem said.
They were T-bone steaks. There was no cutlery. I munched on my bun and my steak at the same time. When I was finished, I washed my hands in the pool. Kalem handed me a bottle of wine. I took a few sips from it and watched the other girls as they picked at their food.
Gordon sat with us. “Kalem, your girl’s a winner. She’ll be chosen for the centerfold for sure.”
“Thanks,” I said before Kalem could answer.
“I thought the centerfold was a sure thing,” Kalem said.
“They like to have plenty to choose from, but I know their taste. Okay, everyone, we brought garbage bags. Pick up any leftover food. All empties must go into the coolers. Time to go,” Gordon said loudly.
“It must have been a boring day for you, Kalem,” I said.
“Not really. I found it quite interesting.”
“I’m sure you did. Five naked women to gawk at.”
“The other four didn’t interest me in the least.”
“You’re a man. How could you not look?”
“I looked, but only one stood out.”
“Nadine. She’s stunning.”
“Danea, stop it. You know very well, I mean you. Don’t play games with me.”
“Sorry,” I mumbled, but smiled inwardly. I was getting to him. If only I could get inside the man, peek into his heart and soul.
I helped clear up, then gathered my shorts and top, and was glad when we were on our way back to our hotel. 
“Did you have enough to eat?” Kalem asked as we entered the hotel lobby.
“Yes. It was a big steak and unlike the other girls, I ate all of it except the bone. Plus I had a bun.”
He grinned. “That’s what I love about you. You’re not at all worried about your figure.”
“Not at this point in life. I can eat whatever I want. I get enough exercise. That makes a big difference.”
“Right. You told me you bike, you walk, swim, roller blade, anything else?”
“Not yet. Right now, I need a shower to wash all this oil off.”
“Leave it on. It’s sexy.”
“It feels icky.”
“I like it.”
“I don’t.”
“Aw, c’mon on. Please?”
“I guess for a little while. I will shower though before I go to bed. And believe me, I’m really tired.”
“Glass of wine? A drink? I can have margaritas brought to our room.”
“Margaritas sound good.” Kalem picked up the phone and I went to the bathroom to brush my hair. I was amazed the makeup hadn’t run from my time under the waterfall. It had to be waterproof. I was also very glad to use a normal toilet. Crouching in the bushes had not been fun.
When I rejoined Kalem, the margaritas had already arrived, two pink glasses, along with a full pitcher along with a plate of cheese and crackers. Kalem handed me a glass.
“Here’s to your success,” he said and raised his glass.
I lifted my glass, then sipped from it. It was so good that I drank it rather fast and held my glass up for a second. He filled it.
“After this, I’m going to shower and go to bed.”
“Come and look at the ocean. It’s beautiful,” Kalem said as he went out to the balcony.
Still sipping my margarita, I joined him. It was beautiful. The sun had almost set—the sky was a medley of gold and pastels. His arm slid around my shoulders. He pulled me against him.
“I’m very proud of you, Danea.”
“You are?”
“Yes, I am. Fuck. Don’t question my compliments.”
“You don’t show it.”
“I don’t show my emotions easily. They’re locked inside me.”
You aren’t kidding. “Sorry. Thank you for the compliment.”
With his arm still around me, he walked back inside. Suddenly, he yanked the sarong from my body and held me at arm’s length.
“I’ve been jealous as hell all day,” he said softly.
“Jealous of what?”
“That black woman pawing you.”
“What about the blond guy on Friday?”
“I was jealous about him, too.”
“Yet you wanted me to do the shoot. You arranged it.”
“I was testing you.”
“I know you were and I gave in.”
“You enjoyed having two men touch you.”
“No and yes. I was turned on, but I scared stiff he was going to fuck me.”
“I wouldn’t have allowed that. You belong to me.”
“Kalem, I don’t belong to anyone.”
“I want you to be mine.”
“You want a slave. A woman to do your bidding. You want to be my master in everything. Sorry, it won’t fly with me.” His gaze bored into me, his lust for me evident by the bulge in his khaki shorts.
 
He set his glass down, took mine from my hand, and picked me up. He deposited me on the bed and sat beside me. He drank in the sight of my breasts, played with the nipple rings.
“You like?” I asked, my voice already husky from the desire filling me.
“I like. And this,” he said, fingering the bellybutton ring. “And this.” He stroked the dragon.
He took me into his arms, lay on top of me and kissed me hard and long, his tongue exploring. He sucked my tongue into his mouth. My hips arched beneath him, wanting him, needing to feel his cock against my body. I tugged at his shorts. He pushed them off, his gaze never leaving my face. I watched his cock pulse and saw the swollen veins. My hand trembled when I reached to stroke it.
“God, you’re beautiful,” he said huskily. “You know I’ve fallen in love with you.”
“I don’t know anything. You haven’t told me.”
“Woman, I loved you from that first time in my office. I should spank you for that answer.”
“Go ahead,” I said cheekily. “You fuck me senseless for a whole night and expect me to believe that’s love?”
He got off me and off the bed. “Come here,” he said.
I complied. Taking me by the hand, he sat on one of the dining chairs and pulled me across his knees. His cock pulsed against my side and I held my breath. He slapped my ass hard, and again. I screamed on the third and fourth slaps, but I didn’t fight him. I wanted more. He continued to slap my ass hard until both my ass cheeks burned.
“Enough?”
“Yes,” I whispered. “No.” My pussy was dripping by then and though my ass was a mass of prickly heat, I longed for more. Each slap produced high voltage throughout my body to settle in my aching, pulsing clit and vagina.
“My God, you want more, woman? I have to be careful. You have another shoot in the morning. You’re already red.”
“It’ll go away. I like it…”
“You’ll drive me crazy yet. I brought toys with me, just in case.”
“Did you? You were that sure of me?”
“No, I wasn’t. I hoped.”
“What kind of toys?” I asked softly.
“Come to the bed.”
He set me on my feet. I followed him to the bed. He’d already put the toys in the nightstand drawer. I saw a dildo, cuffs covered in fur, nipple suction cylinders, nipple clamps, and another gadget I wasn’t familiar with, a rubber ball attached to it. 
“Are you ready for this?”
I nodded. My appetite had turned ravenous. I thirsted for his touch, the stimulation of the toys.
“Get on the bed.”
He started on my nipples and used the suction cylinders on them. I writhed with the sensations and begged him. “Oh, please, more, please, Kalem, can you fuck me while you do this?”
“I will, in a bit. I want to do something first.”
He spread my legs very wide. Groping in the drawer, he took out the object I hadn’t understood. Prying my pussy lips apart, he thumbed my clit, then placed something against it. I heard him pump the rubber ball and sucked in my breath. He was pumping my clit out now. I almost went berserk at the heat entering my belly—my vagina was on fire, my pussy lips swelled with lust. With one hand, he pumped the nipple cylinder until I was whimpering with need. Using the other hand, he did something to the clit pump. He stopped for a minute. The pumps remained attached to my body. 
He yanked a pillow toward him and placed it under my ass. Producing a tube of lubricant, he squirted it into my anus. He quickly put a condom on. I raised my knees, inviting him in as he placed his cock at the opening. Leaning forward while pushing in slowly, he grabbed the rubber balls and pumped.
Phenomenal—out of this world, I thrust against the stimulation, craving more. He plunged all the way, filling me. I wish I could have had something in my pussy and he must have read my thoughts. He pulled his cock out of my ass and knelt between my legs. Looking down at me, he smiled and took the keys from around his neck. Unhurriedly, he undid the locks and removed them. From the drawer, he produced a slender dildo that was perhaps half the length of his cock. He spread my inner labia and eased it into my vagina. As soon as it was buried in me, it vibrated. He thrust his cock into my ass again and alternated between pumping my clit cylinder and the two attached to my nipples until I thought they’d burst, I thought I’d burst. I was delirious with desire. Desire? It was more like primitive lust.
He soon shuddered. 
“Yes, Kalem, yes,” I shouted.
“Do you love me?” he yelled.
I remained quiet.
“Say it.”
Through all the insanity, I was still hesitant, yet I knew I was in love with him. But did I love him? Being in love and loving a man were two different things. A relationship couldn’t be all about wild sex.
“Do you love me?”
“Yes, oh yes.”
I’d said it. Was I committing myself to him? He exploded within me at the same time as I saw stars blossoming behind my eyes. My body jerked with each spasm, as his did above me.
His breathing calmed. 
“I think we need to go and bathe first before we continue,” he said suddenly.
“Bathe?”
“Yes. The hot tub.”
He removed the suction cups from my nipples and my clit and slid the dildo out. It was coated with my cream. He pulled his cock out of my ass and peeled the condom off. I gazed down at my nipples, which were absolutely huge. Gingerly, I felt my clit. It was much larger and felt like a tiny cock. He led the way to the hot tub pulling me by the hand.
Before stepping into the bubbling water, he looked at my body.
“Lord, look at those nipples and your clit.”
I turned and gasped at my reflection in the mirrors. I’d always hated my too large nipples. Now they were twice the size and it turned me on. I spread my legs a little and saw my clit poking out. It looked very pink against my tanned pussy lips and the tattoo. I thought my libido would never stop as I steamed up again, ready for more. I turned back to face Kalem.
Kneeling before me, he wrapped his arms around my thighs and leaned closer, sucking my protruding clit. It sent shivers down my spine, rockets throughout my body. Could I ever be satisfied completely?
We stepped into the tub. There was an array of liquid soaps on the side. He squirted some on me and worked up a lather over my flesh. He took especially long soaping my breasts and made me stand up to soap my ass and cleft. His fingers entered my vagina briefly before he pushed me back into the water.
“My turn.” I soaped him, made him stand to soap his cock and balls. He was hard again and I adored working the skin up and down his shaft. I held in my hand and sucked the bulbous head, my tongue poking into the slit. I cupped his balls and massaged them softly. My fingers found the spot between his cock and balls and I pressed on it. I’d read somewhere that it was an erogenous spot for a man.
“Stop,” he said in that gruff voice I’d begun to recognize as his hornier than hell voice. “Come back to bed.”
We left the hot tub, and he carried me to the bed without bothering to dry off. Kissing me tenderly, he took my face between his hands and gazed into my eyes. “I love you, Danea.”
“I love you,” I whispered.
He sucked my nipples, kissed me all the way down to my clit and sucked it. Spreading my legs, he sat on his heels between them. He lifted my feet and placed them on his shoulders. His cock positioned itself but not at my asshole. I sucked my breath in. He entered me slowly stretching my vaginal walls. I was already lubricated. He’d seen to that when he sucked my clit. He pushed in further. I tightened up because it hurt, but I welcomed this pain, the pain that would make me completely his, the pain that would join us as a couple.
Little by little, he eased into me until he came to the barrier. He stopped and looked into my eyes.
I nodded, breathing deeply, aching for him to enter me all the way. He thrust and broke through. Just a second of pain and he was inside me completely. He thrust, slowly, gently at first. My vaginal walls relaxed and stretched to accommodate his size. After a few thrusts, immense pleasure filled me, my belly, my body. I arched higher and welcomed his thrusts as he increased his speed. He grunted and shuddered. Wave upon wave of ecstasy rushed through my body, through my throbbing belly as I hit the peak, rode the crest of the wave and released and he came at the same time. I lowered my legs and he lay on top of me, his face in my neck.
“You gave me a precious gift, my love. Thank you.”
He kissed me and continued to whisper his love to me. I basked in his attentions, told him I loved him and when he asked me if I was his, I told him yes.
We fell asleep in each other’s arms.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Ten
 
 
I woke the next morning to a hand between my legs and a finger inside me. Oh, what a heavenly way to wake up. I wriggled a little. When he noticed I was awake, he quickly pulled his finger out.
“You can continue that,” I told him.
“Are you sore?”
“No. Don’t think so. Put your cock inside me and I’ll tell you.”
“Woman, you’re insatiable.”
“You’ve made me that way. I’ve gone from a no sex woman to one that seems to be horny all the time.”
“Do you regret giving up your virginity?”
“No, not to you.”
“I can’t commit to anything yet. There are things I need to sort out.”
“Do you want to talk about it? Maybe I can help.”
“No one can help me with this.”
I didn’t want to pursue it any further. Not right then. “Make love to me,” I purred. I reached for his cock and stroked the soft skin, the swollen arteries. “Love me again?”
He sat on his heels and spread my legs. I automatically placed them over his shoulders. “We haven’t got a lot of time for play,” he said, in a low voice.
“I know.” I pushed forward toward his cock.
When he entered me, it hurt a bit, but it wasn’t bad. He felt the resistance and rubbed my clit causing me to become uber horny and to release my juices. Now lubricated, he slid in easier. The stretching of my vagina felt so good, his cock filling me. He thrust completely inside and leaned forward to massage my breasts and tweak my nipples. I groaned. His thrusts became harder, deeper, and his cock swelled as he neared ejaculation. He pinched my nipples hard and I came. “Yes, oh, yes, Kalem,” I murmured as he shuddered and shot into me. After removing my legs from, his shoulders, we lay still for a few minutes.
“I’d love nothing more than to stay in bed with you, love, but you want to be on time for the shoot.”
With regret, I got out of bed and headed for the shower. I wished he had joined me but that would probably have caused more play and I knew we were running out of time. We still needed to eat. While getting dressed, I looked at my reflection in the mirrors. My face glowed, my eyes sparkled. My nipples were still much bigger than they had been the day before. I wondered how long that would last. I opened my legs a little. My clit was almost back to normal.
“The locks,” Kalem said just as we were about to leave. I pulled my shorts down and bent over. He quickly attached the locks to the rings and smiled at me as he hung the chain around his neck.
We ate fast, drank our coffee and, like yesterday, found the car waiting for us. Their hotel was right on the beach. I wish the shoot could have been outside, on the beach and in the ocean.
“Morning, peeps,” Gordon said. “Clothes off. They’re waiting for you. The other girls are already ready so we’re going to start with them.”
I glanced at the ornate bed, the satin red sheets, the piles of satin covered pillows. Tracy quickly tackled my face while Wayne worked on my hair. When they were finished, Tracy handed me a pair of white stockings, a white garter belt, white G-string and a white lace corset. A gown hung over her arm and she had a pair of stilettos in her hand. The gown was white as were the shoes.
I dressed. The corset was a bit of a challenge until Tracy did up the hooks on the back. The bra cups exposed my breasts to just above the nipple showing a good amount of dark aureole. I slipped into the dress. Tracy zipped me up and I slipped the shoes on. By the time I was ready, Gordon called for me to come to the bed.
First, he had me stand in front of a tall mirror and pivot several times. Then he had me standing at the window gazing out at the beach and ocean.
“Walk back to the bed and take the dress off slowly. Keep the shoes on for now.”
The dress fell to the floor. It was easier pulling the zipper down than it was doing it up.
“Take the shoes off and climb onto the bed.”
He had me pose in several different positions. Then he told me to sit and slowly undo the garter belt from around my waist then slowly removed the stockings. The camera clicked continuously.
“Take both tits out of the corset slowly and play with your nipples.”
I pulled one breast free then the other and I rolled the nipples between forefinger and thumb. They were very sensitive after last night’s treatment.
The corset came off next. He had Nadine sit naked on the bed behind me to unfasten the hooks. After the corset was off, Nadine left the bed and he had me pose again, several times spreading my legs. I knew the studs would show beside the white thong. He asked me to peel the thong off slowly and discard it in a sexy way. I was then naked except for the stockings. Again, he posed me in every position thinkable, stroking my breasts, tweaking my nipples, touching my clit, on my belly, on my back, spreading my legs. He asked me to kneel on all fours with my legs spread and look back at the camera.
“Lie down now and raise your knees, keep your legs spread very wide.”
I thought the clicking would never stop.
“Kalem, remove the locks please.”
Kalem’s fingers were on me and instantly I heated up, my pussy lips swelled as he removed the locks. He gave me a smile before stepping back and returning to his chair.
“Good. Now part your pussy lips for us. Show us what you’ve got.”
I spread my pussy lips with both hands. I felt the cream trickle down. My still swollen clit throbbed.
“Play with your clit, girl. Give us some sexual tension here.”
I played with my clit, then pushed several fingers into my vagina.
“Fantastic. Back on all fours now. Keep those legs spread. Nadine, get on the bed with her.”
Nadine joined me. Sitting on her heels beside me, she leaned over me and placed both hands on my pussy lips, spreading them as far as possible.
“Great. Show us that tongue of yours.”
I felt her tongue play with my clit ring. Her hands still had my pussy lips spread wide. I couldn’t stop the juices from flowing.
“Now her ass.”
Nadine pushed a finger into my ass and one inside my vagina.
“Lie beneath her and play with her breasts, suck those nipples.”
The camera was beside us then as Nadine slithered beneath me and she took a nipple into her mouth and sucked.
“Good. We’re done for now. Time for a lunch break. I believe it’s been delivered.”
Kalem and I sat together while we ate. He was quiet. “What’s wrong,” I asked.
“Nothing. Just thinking.”
“About?”
“Work.”
“Figures.”
I’d hoped he would say he was thinking about me. I had finished eating the sandwiches and drank my juice. Some of the other girls were already getting dressed and getting their makeup touched up.
“Kalem, could you put the locks back on?” Gordon asked.
Kalem sighed, but put them back on the rings. Gordon handed me a plastic looking body suit. It was very thin white latex, almost elastic, and completely see-through. There was a slit from above my pussy to just below my vagina and my nipples poked through two holes. The suit was skintight.
While we had lunch, the assistants had placed a large mirror on the bed. Behind the mirror was an exotic science fiction scene.
I watched as each girl posed on the mirror. Nadine’s suit was silver with two straps barely covering her breasts and a slit at the crotch. The other three girls wore equally revealing suits. It seemed we were to be space maidens.
I was last again. The assistants quickly sprayed and cleaned the mirror and I climbed on top and started to pose. Standing, crouching, legs spread wide. I could see my pussy in the mirror below. Most of the positions were similar to those I’d done before. He had me spread my pussy lips, play with my clit and my vagina, and my nipples. He had me on all fours with my legs spread. This time he only did single girls, no doubles or triples.
Two male models entered the room. Kalem stood. “What’s this?”
“Another shoot for the online site.”
“Not with Danea. I’ll have no men fucking her.”
“Don’t worry. There’s no actual fucking. That’s only for videos. These are just photos, the suggestion of sex,” Gordon said.
“No. That wasn’t part of the deal.”
“Pity. Penthouse pays well for it.”
“I’m sure you’ve got enough willing women.”
I hadn’t said that I wasn’t willing, but I wouldn’t want strangers’ cocks entering me. And I guessed it would probably come to that. I was glad Kalem had spoken up. 
“Danea?” Gordon said.
“No. I won’t go that far. Having a woman finger and lick me is enough.”
“Okay. I guess you’re finished then. We’ll be in touch, Kalem.”
I quickly peeled off the elastic suit and put my shorts and top back on. Gordon joined us briefly before we left.
“She did a wonderful job. Great shoot. I might want her in the future,” he told Kalem.
Kalem nodded. “Nice seeing you again, Gordon.”
It made me think that some of Kalem’s other models had done these shoots. A pang of jealousy attacked me. Had he shared a hotel room with them? He’d told me he never touched his girls, but he was a man, after all.
“So tomorrow is the other magazine’s shoot,” I said as we entered our hotel.
“Yes.”
“That was a short answer.”
“I’m not sure I want to see you pose for any more porn. It turns me on, but it means sharing you with millions of others, all drooling over you. The thought of strange men all over the world gazing at you naked and jacking off, infuriates me.”
“I don’t think these guys use men in their shoots.”
“No, they don’t, not from what I’ve seen.”
“Well, you’ve committed to it. As long as you’re there turning me on, I’ll do it. Before we left for Hawaii, I did a bit of research on both magazines.”
“Did you.”
“Yes. I wonder if they supply what you have to wear.”
“They didn’t say anything about bringing clothes.”
We’d arrived at our room. “Kalem, I’d really like to remove my heavy makeup and I’d love to explore Hawaii. You’ve been here, but I haven’t.”
“Yes, sorry. Of course. Go and clean up and I’ll take you out on the town.”
I’d taken my light blue sundress along. I decided not to wear high heels, choosing sandals instead. I had no idea where he’d take me and if it involved walking, heels weren’t an option. I removed the heavy makeup and applied some lighter. It was getting close to dinnertime and my stomach growled. I joined Kalem who had changed into a pair of light jeans and a blue t-shirt.
“We’re matching,” he said.
“Yes, we’re both wearing light blue. I love this dress. I think it’s my most favorite out of what I have at the apartment.”
Kalem drove me through Honolulu showing me various places of interest. When my stomach growled, he suggested we go and eat. He took me to a restaurant where hula girls danced constantly. I loved the food, the fruit, the exotic manner of preparing everything. We ate, we danced. I loved being in his arms, feeling his head resting on mine. Before the sun set, he drove me to the beach.
Hand in hand, we walked along the beach, my sandals dangling from my other hand. The waves rolled across my feet. I wish I had taken a bikini with me. I longed to swim in the ocean. I was startled when Kalem swept me off my feet and into his arms. He walked into the ocean with me and dunked me. I came up spluttering.
“Bastard. That wasn’t fair.”
“I felt you wanted to swim.”
“Yeah, but not with my clothes on.”
“Take them off.”
I glanced at the beach. There were some people on the beach, but not many. I waded closer to the sand and slipping off the sundress, I threw it along with the sandals, which I’d almost lost. Kalem stripped off everything. I’d at least kept my thong on. He picked me up again and carried me waist deep.
“I don’t want to go too far. The sharks might be attracted to you,” he said loud enough for me to hear over the roar of the waves.
A wave washed over us both. We came up spluttering. “I love you, Danea Fitzgerald,” he shouted.
“I love you, Kalem Ostarizo.”
He gathered me into his arms and lifted me. I wrapped my legs around him and he pushed me down onto his cock. He filled me, while the waves almost knocked him off his feet. He managed to stay standing, his cock still inside me. It was too erotic for words as he cupped my ass cheeks with his hands and moved me up and down. I gasped as he came and I released my pent up libido. He stood for a moment holding me, then let me go as another wave splashed over us. I came up spitting out a mouthful of salt water.
“I’ll get you for that.”
We played and frolicked for a while then waded back to the beach. I put on the wet dress and Kalem his wet clothes. Hand in hand, we walked back to where he’d parked the car.
That night, I learned more about Kalem. Once we were in bed, after lovemaking with no bondage, I asked him about his family again.
“Kalem, tell me about your parents?”
He was quiet for a long time and I thought I’d lose him again. Finally, he talked. “My father was killed in front of us when I was twelve. It turned my mother into a zombie. She’s in a mental institution, a private one now. I’m originally from Italy. We moved to the USA when I was ten. I didn’t know my father worked for the mob. I thought he was just rich, money inherited from my grandparents.”
“You never asked your grandparents?”
“They’re gone, died before we left Italy.”
“I’m sorry.”
“Something went wrong after we moved to the US. I never knew what. I’ve tried to find out from the FBI, but they won’t release that information. All I know is that my father was gunned down in cold blood by faceless killers in front of me and my mother. Mother stopped talking, locked herself in the bedroom and eventually was declared insane and placed in a government facility. They made me a ward of the courts and I was placed in foster care. I don’t know anything about any relatives in Italy. So basically, I don’t have any family.”
“Again, I’m so sorry. I can’t imagine what you must have gone through.” I cuddled up to him. When I glanced at his face, I saw tears in his eyes. My Kalem had a heart. He had feelings. “Do you visit your mother?”
“No. I did once when I was fourteen. I couldn’t bear to see her that way, staring into space, silent, sitting there like a zombie. When I became affluent, I had her transferred to a private facility. I do call her doctor and the chief of staff to inquire about her state and welfare all the time.”
“Kalem, she is your mother. You should see her. Maybe you can get through to her.”
“Do you really think I should? I’ve phoned many times. The nurse will hold the phone to her ear, but she doesn’t respond. I can’t deal with her rejection, her abandonment of me. She loved my father deeply, but she had a child, a son who needed her. She forgot all about him.”
“I don’t think she did. I’m sure, deep down, she remembers you. When did you visit her? How long after it happened?”
“Two years. I lived in several foster homes and I didn’t have a clue in which facility they’d placed her.”
“Hardly enough time to heal. When she didn’t see you anymore, maybe she thought you were gone, too. Did you see the face of the murderer? Did they catch him?”
“There were two of them. Both of them shot my father several times. No, I didn’t see their faces. They had stockings over their heads. I can still see the scene in my head. At times, it plays over and over, like a repeat movie. We were having dinner when they burst into the house. My father jumped up, I think to get a gun, but he wasn’t fast enough. I can still hear my mother’s screams, see her hold his bleeding head against her chest, rocking back and forth shouting his name. That’s the last time she spoke. They took my father’s body away after prying him away from her. Then they took her away in a car. They dealt with me later that night, after they questioned me at the police station. I ended up in an orphanage for a little while.”
“Oh, my God. How horrible. I’m so sorry.” I was glad he talked to me. I could tell by his face how deeply affected he was and had always been by his father’s murder. How the memory must have gnawed at him. And then to feel abandoned by his mother.
“What about your family, Danea?”
“I have a mother who would be totally disgusted if she knew what I was doing. I have aunts, uncles and cousins. My father died when I was young. I don’t remember him. Mom never married again. My childhood and teenage years were really quite uneventful.”
“Do you think your mother will find out? Does she have a computer?”
“She doesn’t, but my aunts do and my cousins. I doubt they’ll ever see the porn pictures online. Not sure about the magazines and whether my male cousins are into buying those. It’s too late now. It’s all done. I’ll have to face them when I go home for Christmas. Truthfully, I feel no shame.”
“Where do they live?”
“In a very small town in Tennessee.”
“All of them?”
“No, some of them moved away. Don’t worry, I’ll deal with it when necessary. It’s not important, right now,” I said, but I wasn’t as sure as I tried to make myself sound. I was grateful he’d opened up to me. I thought I knew then why he enjoyed bondage and spanking with all the trappings. He’d lost his father, lost his mother even if she was still alive. He felt abandoned by the woman who’d given birth to him, felt the love taken away. He needed to take it out on someone, one way or another. He’d tried his bondage techniques with his former wives and they’d accused him of abuse. I, on the other hand, enjoyed every minute of it. It made me question my own desires. I’d had a happy childhood, my mother loved me, chastised me when necessary, so why did I enjoy all the kinky stuff so much?
Maybe I’m just a slut at heart.
That thought jolted me. No, maybe I’ve been too shy, too inhibited and insecure, too down on myself. Now that I’ve finally let loose, I’m having a ball.
“Danea, would you go with me to see my mother?”
My heart did a somersault. “Yes. Of course.”
“If you’re with me, maybe I can handle it.”
I’d finally broken through his barriers. It felt good. It felt right. I snuggled up to him and he spooned against my body. Suddenly he sat upright.
“What’s wrong,” I asked sleepily.
“I need to use the suction cups on your nipples,” he said. “They looked really sexy so huge and by tomorrow it will have worn off.”
“Okay.”
He placed the suction cylinders over my nipples and started pumping. While he was still pumping and I was enjoying the sensation the suction caused, I fell asleep.
 
* * * *
 
The next morning the limo that was to drive us to the photo shoot, arrived right on time. I wondered if this was going to be another two-day affair. We were starting early enough at nine in the morning.
The chauffeur drove us to a marina. From there, a small motorboat took us to a yacht moored offshore.
It was the owner of the magazine’s private yacht. Oh, my God. I can’t believe this. I stepped onto the deck and was greeted by the captain and a photographer who snapped pictures of me. The captain greeted Kalem and led us to the living room. I wondered if the owner was there. He wasn’t. A photo shoot crew greeted us and soon had me changing into different clothes. The makeup artist was a man, as was the hairdresser. For the first shoot, I was to wear white jeans and a blue striped halter, a sailor cap on my head. They shot pictures of me on deck, hanging onto the railing, my finger in my mouth looking pouty and standing behind the wheel. I could scarcely imagine steering a huge yacht like that.
The shoot director told me to hang on to the ropes and take my top off. I did. The cameras clicked and I knew there was a video camera taping every move I made. When I had nothing on but my panties, they had me climbing ladders and stairs and lying on the deck. Then, I was told me to let myself go. Music played while I was modeling, causing me to sway, to actually pretend I was there alone. I danced to the music, stripped my panties off and displayed my cleft. The director urged me to go inside, to enter the bedroom. I did. As I crawled around on the huge bed swaying to the music, it suddenly stopped.
“What’s wrong?” I asked.
“The locks need to be removed.”
“You’ll have to ask Kalem,” I replied.
Kalem came in and removed the locks. I noticed he stayed while they shot the remainder of the pictures and video. That turned me on and I performed, but really only for him. He was my man, my master, my lover, and all I wanted was to turn him on so he would want me forever.
“Break!” someone shouted.
“You were magnificent. You’ve got no idea how much I wanted you,” Kalem told me softly.
“I was performing for only you. I knew you were watching.”
“The next shoot is on the beach.”
“I know. I love it.”
“Me or the beach?”
“Both.” I smiled and kissed him.
I really loved the beach shoot held on a private beach. They had me dress in jeans and a thin top to start with and told me to use my imagination. Well, I did. I danced, I stripped, I lay in the sand in various positions and finally frolicked and danced in the waves. At the end, I lay on the wet sand and allowed the waves to roll over me. I thought about our night of love, Kalem taking my virginity and telling me he loved me, and it turned me on so I played with my clit, my nipples, and rolled through the water imagining Kalem was with me. The last shots of me were of me baring my vagina to the world as I spread my pussy lips and opened up for the cameras.
Kalem joined me as I stumbled onto the beach. “Baby, you were magnificent.”
“All because of you.”
“No. It’s all you. I merely unlocked your inhibitions.”
“Do we get to see any of the photos and videos?” I asked.
“Yes. From both magazines. They’ll send us copies.”
“Okay. Now that this is behind us, what’s next on the agenda?”
“Just normal fashion shows. Nothing exotic. I’m done with putting you on display.”
“What if I like being on display?”
“Mm, I’ll have to think about that one.”
“I have to admit, it really turns me on.”
“So you like exhibitionism, huh? My little virgin has turned into a ravenous sex kitten. Would you like a public flogging?”
“What?”
“A public flogging. Some women really go for that.”
“I’m not sure what you mean.”
“In history, naked flogging was a punishment. Now it’s part of the BDSM world.”
“Have you ever participated in such?”
“Hell no.”
“Then why did you mention it?”
“You seem to enjoy exhibiting yourself. I’ll do anything for you if it makes you happy.”
“There is the magic word. Happy. I’ll do many things for you, too, but public flogging isn’t one of them. I can’t believe women would do this.”
“They do and apparently love it.”
“Not this girl. I’ve gone about as far as I ever want to go.”
“That’s good. But if you ever want to try something in private, just ask me.”
“Okay. I don’t know any more than what you’ve taught me. Kalem?”
“Yes, love?”
“Do you think I’m a lesbian or bisexual?”
“What makes you ask that?”
“I got horny when the other model touched me, fingered and licked me.”
“Sweetheart, I’m sure I’d get horny if a man decided to play with my cock. That doesn’t make me gay. It’s quite natural to become heated if someone, no matter who, plays with you in an erotic way.”
I didn’t tell him about the experience with Shannon. That was private, something sweet and tender that happened between two women who loved each other like sisters. And hell, it had gotten me through what could have been a horrendous night of wallowing in self-pity. I stood on my tiptoes and kissed him. “Let’s go for another swim before I get dressed?”
 



 
 
 
Chapter Eleven
 
 
Kalem drove in silence as we headed toward the facility housing his mother. I didn’t dare say anything. All I could do was place my hand on his leg and squeeze every now and then. I knew this had to be one of the hardest things he’d done in many years. Not just the hardest, but also the most soul-wrenching. I could hardly imagine what he was going through. My mother and her siblings finding out about my porn pictures was going to be nothing compared to this.
He pulled up before a very nice building. The grounds were immaculate and beautifully landscaped. Here and there, I saw people walking or a nurse pushing a wheelchair. 
“Kalem, how long has it been since you saw your mother?”
“Not since I was a teenager.”
“What were the latest reports?”
“She’s not responding at all. She’s still a zombie.”
“I hate that word. Don’t call her that.”
“I don’t think of her as such, but she’s left this world. What else do I call her?”
“Just, Mother.”
I followed him into the building, listened to him talk to the staff then followed him to his mother’s room. We entered. The woman in the easy chair didn’t move. Kalem approached slowly and knelt in front of her. I could only see the back of her. Her hair was silver-gray and the thick braid hung down her back. She looked very small and frail.
“Mother? It’s me, Francesco.”
That surprised me. I wondered how he acquired the name Kalem. My heart bled for him when she didn’t respond.
“Mother?” Louder then.
“Mamma,” he said in desperation.
Her head moved suddenly and she seemed to look down at him. I barely heard it, but she whispered, “Giovanni?”
“Francesco, Mamma.”
His eyes filled and a tear trickled down his cheek. 
“She spoke,” I said softly.
“Yes, she hasn’t spoken a word since my father died. She thinks I’m him.”
“You must look like him.”
“I think so. I don’t remember him clearly. All our personal belongings were sold. I don’t know what happened to the photos. Maybe the FBI has them. I stopped contacting them a long time ago. Maybe I’ll try again soon.”
“Giovanni,” his mother said again, her voice a whisper. She reached out to him and touched his cheek.
Kalem gathered the small woman into his arms. His tears ran unheeded down his cheeks then, escaping from beneath the closed lids. I watched him try to hold in a sob and my heart ached for him. I stood silently, not knowing what to do. He rocked his mother back and forth, his head buried in her shoulder. Her arms were around him, her small frail hands stroked his back.
He pulled back and spoke in Italian. She nodded and touched his face, then stroked his hair. She responded, her voice was still very soft, hesitant, almost as if searching for the words. I heard the word bambino. I knew it meant baby.
“She’s asking about me,” Kalem said. “She still thinks I’m my father.”
“If she’s been catatonic all these years, she won’t realize how much time has passed.”
“True, although the specialist didn’t diagnose her as catatonic. He said she just simply withdrew from life and no one has been able to pull her out of it. If only I’d gone to see her regularly, maybe I—”
“Kalem, don’t beat yourself up. You were very young when it happened. You had a tough time dealing with what you witnessed and your mother’s withdrawal.”
He nodded and continued speaking to his mother in Italian. At times, he halted, thought for a moment before continuing. He more than probably hadn’t spoken the language for years. His mother answered him several times. He looked at me. “Can you go and fetch her nurse?”
“Yes, right away. Kalem, the healing process has started. I’m so happy for you.” I hurried to the reception area and asked for Mrs. Ostarizo’s nurse. I had to wait a little while because she was busy with another resident.
“Can I help you?” A stout woman with red hair and kind gray eyes approached me. “I’m Sally, Mrs. Ostarizo’s nurse.”
“My name is Danea Fitzgerald. I’m here with Mr. Ostarizo, her son. He’d like you to go to her room. She spoke.”
“She does tend to babble a bit in Italian at times. According to the translator we brought in to see her, she doesn’t make any sense.”
“Apparently she’s making sense now.”
“Let’s go and see.”
I followed the nurse. Kalem was still on his knees, his arms around his mother, her head on his shoulder. Her cheeks were soaked from her tears. She spoke fluently in Italian, softly, but consistently, with Kalem answering her every now and then.
“I’ll be damned,” Sally said. “Mr. Ostarizo, is she making sense?”
“Yes, she is. These are the first tears she’s shed since my father’s death.”
“I’m going to get our chief of staff in here and I’ll phone her doctor.” She left the room but returned speedily accompanied by a short, bald-headed man.
“Mr. Ostarizo? We’ve only spoken on the phone. Nice to finally meet you.” He shook Kalem’s hand.
I detected a hint of sarcasm behind the greeting. I guess he was right in a way. If Kalem had visited his mother regularly or much sooner, she might have snapped out of her silence. They probably didn’t realize the trauma he’d gone through, the rejection he’d felt. I was afraid that now he’d be burdened with guilt at not having visited her regularly.
“What is she telling you, Mr. Ostarizo?”
“She wants to go home.”
“Does she realize her husband is gone? Has she accepted his death? Does she know how many years have passed?”
“Yes. That’s why she’s crying.”
“It’s a miracle, to say the least,” Nurse Sally said, smiling broadly.
Kalem spoke rapidly, his Italian more fluent then. He looked at the chief of staff. “She knows the house we had before this happened is gone. I’m taking her home. She can live with me.”
“Sir, I don’t know if that’s such a good idea. The doctor—”
“We’ll wait for the doctor, but as of today, her residency here is terminated. I placed her in this facility. I can take her out.”
I smiled. At times, Kalem’s overbearing attitude put fear into many of his employees. They all knew to disobey him was playing with their jobs.
“As you wish. I still don’t think it’s wise.”
“You need to remember, she’s not sick, she doesn’t have a mental illness,” Kalem said. “Now that she’s awake, so to speak, she’ll be fine. I bet she can’t wait to get into my kitchen. She’ll probably fire my cook. My mother is a tiny woman, but she has a will of iron. Nobody messes with her, or her kitchen.”
I giggled. I imagined that tiny woman opposing Kalem. She spoke rapidly, more tears, stroked Kalem’s face and kissed him on both cheeks.
“My mother is very upset at the many years she’s missed with me.”
I still hovered in the background. This was such a private, tender moment. I almost resented the two strangers standing so close to Kalem and his mother.
“Danea, there’s a suitcase in her closet. Can you pack her clothes and toiletries?”
I nodded. “Sure.” I found the suitcase and packed the clothes. I noticed quite a few Ostarizo pieces. Kalem must have had them made especially for her. Her toiletries were of the most expensive brands. It was obvious, even if he hadn’t visited her, that he wanted her to have the very best of everything. There was a pile of unopened letters, all from Kalem. He hadn’t told me he’d written her. Rifling through the large stack, I noticed some dated back a lot of years. I also found photos, all of an older Kalem. So in a way, he had tried, and hoped the letters and photos would wake her.
I listened to Kalem’s voice continually speaking to his mother. Her responses were rapid now. Boy Italians spoke fast. I wondered if she remembered any English. “Kalem, does she remember the English language?”
“We’d only lived in the USA for two years when it happened. We spoke nothing but Italian at home and my mother shopped in the Italian sector. She didn’t learn much except thank you, hello, please and how are you.”
“Mm, I guess I’ll have to take a crash course in Italian.”
He smiled. I suddenly noticed how much softer his eyes had become. Gone was the hardness, the steely expression. He looked relaxed, he looked happy.
The chief of staff left the room followed by Sally. I was almost finished packing when a tall man entered.
“Dr. Moretti, I’m glad you could come so fast.”
“Nurse Sally said it was urgent. What’s wrong? I just saw your mother—” He stopped abruptly and listened to her chatter. He crouched beside the chair and spoke to her in Italian. “Isabella…”
I couldn’t understand, of course, what he said. He spoke to her for a while, at times interrupted by her or by Kalem. I knew then that her name was Isabella. I checked all the drawers one more time, the bathroom, the closet, and her nightstand. I’d left one pair of shoes for her to wear. I’d noticed she wore slippers. The doctor finally rose to his feet and so did Kalem. I noticed Isabella’s fingers trying to get a grip on Kalem’s pants. Didn’t work, so she hooked them into a pocket and hung on for dear life. Poor lady. Did she think he was getting ready to leave? Kalem obviously felt it and gently disengaged her fingers and spoke to her. Isabella nodded but her gaze never left him as he walked a few feet away and spoke with the doctor.
“I hear you’re going to take her home with you,” Moretti said.
“Yes. Definitely.”
“Good. She won’t need any extra care. Basically, she’s very strong and healthy. She’s not on any medication except at night we’ve given her something to help her sleep. She tends to have nightmares and she’ll get out of bed and sit up all night. I’ll write a prescription for you.”
“Maybe the nightmares will disappear now,” Kalem said.
“Perhaps. Have yours disappeared?”
“Yes. They did some years ago. And now that I have my mother back, all’s good.”
“I agree, taking her home with you will be good for her.”
“The chief of staff seems to think differently.”
“Ignore him. I’ll talk to him. He can’t stop you from taking your mother home.” In a softer voice he said, “I suspect you pay a hefty price for her care. That’s probably why.”
Kalem grimaced. “There’s no contract. He’s been paid for this month. It’s not as if I’m breaking a lease. To appease him, I’ll make a substantial donation to the home.”
“If you give me your address, I’d like to come and check on Isabella and you occasionally.”
Kalem took a card out of his wallet and wrote his address on the back. “Please keep it confidential. Only close friends know where I live. If I ever have a major gathering, I prefer to hold it outside of my home.”
“Of course.” He spoke to Isabella who responded and shook his hand. He nodded to me as he left the room.
“Here are her shoes, Kalem.” 
He took them and crouched to take off her slippers. I laughed when she tapped him on the hands and promptly took them off herself. The slippers were very old and worn. Kalem picked them up and chucked them in a small garbage can. That caused another Isabella rant. She was apparently, very attached to the slippers and fished them out. Clutching them to her chest, she stood up. She was at least a head shorter than I was and noticed me for the first time. Kalem spoke to her. I heard my name mentioned. Her eyes were as dark as Kalem’s. She was still very pretty and looked quite young to have a son Kalem’s age. I imagined her with a rinse through her hair and a bit of makeup, her hair styled. No one would believe she was Kalem’s mother. She gazed at me. It felt as if she was looking right through me.
“What did you tell her?”
“That you’re my girlfriend but you don’t speak Italian.”
“What was her reaction?”
“That you need to learn the language.”
I laughed. “What’s with the slippers?”
“She was wearing those when my father died. They’re probably the only thing left from those days. Her clothing was so covered in blood, they probably trashed everything. You know how much a head wound bleeds. Are we ready to go? Did you get all her things?”
“I believe so. I did an extra check, but maybe you should do another sweep to make sure.”
“I’ll ask my mother.”
Isabella nodded and looked in everything. She seemed satisfied that I’d packed all her belongings and spoke to Kalem.
“She says thank you for packing her things.”
“Tell her she’s very welcome,” I said, feeling teary again.
Isabella held on to her son’s arm for dear life as he carried the suitcase. I followed them out of the room. In the hallway, I walked next to them. I was by no means that tall and I weighed less than a hundred pounds, but next to Isabella I felt like a giant. “Your mother’s so tiny.”
“Yes. She always was.”
“Was your father tall, like you?”
“Yup. But don’t let my mother’s size fool you. She can be as bossy, if not bossier, than me.”
Isabella exclaimed when she saw Kalem’s car and rattled on a mile a minute. Kalem laughed. “She wants to know how I can afford such an expensive beautiful vehicle. Wait until she sees the house. She’ll really flip.”
I sat quietly in the back on the way back to Kalem’s house. Isabella didn’t stop talking all the way there. Kalem took a detour through Little Italy. It had been eighteen years since Isabella had set foot on those streets, but she seemed to recognize many of the stores and houses.
“She wants to know why I don’t live here,” Kalem said.
“Did you tell her about your house?”
“A little. She thinks I should sell it and move back to the old neighborhood.”
“Probably because that’s where she first lived and a lot of people speak the language.”
“Once she’s lived with me for a while, if she still wants to live in Little Italy, I’ll see if I can buy a house for her there. I don’t like the idea of her living alone though. And she does need to learn English. I’m sure she’ll love Long Island, once she’s seen it. It’s the language that’s the main problem.”
“I agree with you on that one. My mother has lived alone since I left, but it’s a small town and her circumstances were different.”
“Mamma used to ride a bike. Maybe I should get her one. My home isn’t that far from stores. When she’s learned to speak English, she can go to Little Italy and do her shopping there. My chauffeur can take her wherever she wants to go.”
“Do you remember much about Italy?”
“A little. We lived in a small town near the sea. I remember my parents taking me to the beach, playing on the sand, swimming in the ocean. The house was nice, but not that big. My parents were considered quite well-off but Mamma always did her own cleaning and cooking even though my father often argued with her and wanted to hire help.”
“Do you know why she only had you? One child?”
“Yes. She would have loved more children, but it never happened. She never knew why.”
“Kalem, your name is really Francesco. Where did Kalem come from?”
“Oh, I don’t know. When I was young, it got shortened to Frank or Frankie and I didn’t like it. I saw the name Kalem in a book and I decided to adopt it.”
“You’d better explain to your mother. She’ll wonder why I, or others, call you Kalem.”
“I will, all in good time.”
“I like the name Francesco, and—”
Isabella interrupted us and I kept my mouth shut. After all, she had eighteen years to catch up on with her son. When Kalem pulled into the driveway of his estate, Isabella’s hands flew up to her face. Her voice, which had remained quite soft until now, suddenly became high-pitched.
“What is she saying?”
“That it’s scandalous. Too much money. I told her I’m rich. I can afford it.”
“That’s funny.”
“Mamma stems from simple folks. She’s always remained frugal even if my father could afford a lot more than most.”
We got out of the car. Kalem opened the door for his mother and held his hand out. Chattering away, she walked up the steps with him, pointing, shaking her head. When she stepped through the doors, she stopped and continued shaking her head.
“I take it she’s not believing any of this?”
“She wants to know how I got so rich.” He spoke to Isabella then to me. “I told her there’s plenty of time to tell her everything later. We have all the time in the world now.”
“Maybe you should have the chauffeur drive me home so you can be alone with your mother.”
“Honey, I want her to get to know you. I hope you can come here often and spend lots of time with her.”
I smiled, my heart filled with sheer joy. “I will, but this is her first day after so many years. I think you need to spend it with her.”
“I think I’ll give her the yellow room. Yellow was always her favorite color,” he said while walking up the stairs.
I don’t think Isabella had removed her hands from her face once since entering the house. She kept exclaiming from behind her fingers, her gaze darting all over the place trying to take it all in. When she saw what was to be her room, she walked around it, stroked the bed, the furniture, the curtains, and the mantle.
“She says it’s too rich for her. Damn, I don’t have a simple room.”
“She’ll get used to it.”
“Now she wants to see the kitchen.”
We went back downstairs. Isabella’s face was worth a photo shoot as she inspected the ultra-modern kitchen. What she liked best was the antique cooking stove Kalem had left there. It was never used, but it was part of the original house.
“She says she’s going to use that stove. Not the shiny fancy one. It might get dirty.”
I laughed. “That’s too funny. You’d better stock up on firewood.”
“Hey, that’s what she cooked on in Italy. She loves it.”
“Whatever makes her happy. What are you going to tell your cook?”
“I told her I have a cook and she told me to get rid of him. It’s wasted money. She’s very capable of cooking for us. I’m not going to fire him. He’ll have to learn to take orders from her and work with her and she with him.”
“Kalem, call the chauffeur and have him take me home? I’ll get lots of time to spend with your mother in the future. That’s, of course, if you want me to,” I said.
“If you insist.”
“Don’t be upset with me. I can fully understand Isabella’s feelings. She’s missed all your growing years, eighteen years down the drain. You two have a lot of catching up to do and you don’t need me around for that. I’d be lost anyway because of the language barrier and you’d have to translate constantly.”
“I’m not upset with you. Don’t ever think that. I’m grateful. It’s because of you that I finally took this step. I want you to be part of my reunion with my mother.”
“And I will be. Spend time alone with her today and tonight. And even tomorrow. Tell her about me. Well, not the saucy parts. When she’s ready to spend time with both of us, I’ll be waiting.”
“Okay. I’ll get Charles to drive you home. Reluctantly, I might add.”
He kissed me and held me tight. I noticed Isabella watching us. I wriggled out of his embrace and walked up to her. She was still admiring the old stove. Fortunately, I knew the Italian word for goodbye. “Arrivederci, Isabella,” I said and hugged her. She felt stiff at first, then she relaxed and hugged me back. Standing on her toes, she kissed me.
“Arrivederci, Danea,” she said looking up at my face.
I quickly left the kitchen followed by Kalem. “She’s delightful,” I commented as we approached the limo. “I look forward to spending more time with her.”
“You’re delightful. And now that my mother isn’t watching, come here.”
He took me into his arms and kissed me deeply. “I love you, Danea.”
“I love you back. I’ll call you later.”
 



 
 
 
Chapter Twelve
 
 
Two months later, Isabella was completely settled in Kalem’s house. I’d visited as much as time allowed. Kalem had hired an English teacher to teach Isabella English. She, in turn, taught me a lot of Italian. I’d also bought an online course to learn the language and kept surprising Isabella with new words I’d learned.
I loved her cooking. She outdid the bistro’s chef. Her spaghetti was to die for, as were many of the other dishes she cooked. It seemed to be her favorite hobby, that and gardening. Much to the gardener’s disgust, she was out on the property almost every day, digging, planting, snipping, and pulling out plants she found unnecessary. She even had the gardener dig up a plot for vegetables.
My photos graced the centerfolds of both magazines and during the last two months, of course, my mother found out about it. Much to my astonishment, Mom hadn’t said a whole lot. She asked me if I was still a virgin. I told her no, that I’d fallen in love with my boss. My statement caused such a series of questions that I decided to visit her for a few days.
During my stay with her, I told her almost everything. I left out the bondage parts and the porn shoot. She’d never understand, and I doubted if she’d ever see any of those raunchy pictures. She questioned my piercings. I told her tons of girls did that nowadays. Her reaction was far from what I’d thought it would be. She said she didn’t approve, but I was an adult and had to make my own decisions. If that’s what I wanted, so be it. I told her all about Kalem, about his reunion with his mother, and that brought tears to her eyes.
“Is he going to marry you?” was her main question.
“Mom, I don’t know. I’m playing it one day at a time,” had been my answer.
 
It wasn’t long before I found out Isabella was a devout catholic. Kalem drove her to church every Sunday, and in between to confession and whatnot. I’d not slept at Kalem’s house since his mother moved in. He came to my small apartment instead.
“You’re far away,” Kalem said.
“Thinking.”
“About what?
“Your mother. About us.”
“How?”
“Since your mother moved in with you, our sex life has changed. I love it when you make love to me, but you don’t seem to want the bondage anymore. We can still do it here, at my place.”
“It’s so small.”
“I know. Can’t be helped.”
I lay naked on the floor, my head on his lap. Clothes were strewn everywhere. I had no place to put the Ostarizo wardrobe, so it stayed in my living room.
“We can’t continue like this, Danea.”
“I know. Maybe I’ll look for a bigger, better apartment.”
He rolled on top of me, and pressed his lips to mine. After kissing me deeply for a while, he moved down to my breasts. “Spank me,” I whispered.
“Why?”
Okay, that was mind blowing. Suddenly he wasn’t into spanking anymore? “It turns me on.”
“I don’t turn you on?”
“You always turn me on, but you introduced me to a complete different world of sex. I like it. I want it again. Old-fashioned sex is boring.”
“I can accommodate you.”
He promptly sat up, flipped me to my belly and over his legs and proceeded to spank my buttocks until I screamed for mercy. When he turned me over onto my back, bent my knees upward against my chest and shoved his cock into my asshole, I screamed again. At the same time, I loved every second of it. I needed that exotic kind of sex, the spanking, the nipple clamps and other toys. I wanted it to continue, to keep our sexual relationship spicy and interesting.
His fingers dug deep into my vagina, his thumb on my clit.
“You like it?”
“Yes.”
“You want more?”
“Yes.”
His teeth found my nipples then, biting, gnawing on the hard nubbins. I screamed in ecstasy while he fucked my ass.
I gushed over his hand when he shot his load into me. He collapsed on top of me and lay there for a few minutes before he raised his head and looked down at me. “Marry me.”
“What?” I didn’t think I’d heard correctly.
“Marry me.”
“Baby, are you sure?” I asked, trying to digest the marriage proposal.
“Yes, I’m sure. That’s if you can take living with my mother under the same roof.”
“I adore Isabella.”
“And she loves you. She approves of my choice of a bride.”
“You’ve talked to your mother about this?”
“I have.”
“Wow.” I didn’t know what else to say.
“The only thing she insists on is a catholic wedding with all the trappings.”
“That’ll make my mother happy, I’m sure. She thinks I’m involved with the devil incarnate.”
“Good God. What have you told her about me?”
“Nothing bad. But she thinks you’ve been the influence causing me to pose for the near naked pictures. Oh, by the way, a couple of my cousins saw the spread in the magazines. I haven’t heard the end of it.”
“What did you tell her?”
“I told her I did it on my own. You had no say in the matter.”
“Will you marry me? Third time. I won’t ask again.”
“Yes. Oh, yes.”
“I love you, Danea.”
“And I love you more.”
“Impossible.”
 
* * * *
 
Two months later…
 
If I’d ever dreamed of a fairytale wedding, I couldn’t have believed mine was real. The cathedral was decorated with an array of lilies of the valley and roses. The heady scent wafted throughout the interior. I walked down the aisle on my mother’s arm. 
Mom and Isabella wore long mauve dresses, which matched the bridesmaids’ dresses. Shannon was my maid of honor, and two close cousins were my two bridesmaids. Sheldon stood up for Kalem as best man. The two groomsmen were close friends I’d become close to as well. My mother and Isabella looked so beautiful, but I was especially pleased at how Isabella looked. Kalem had the salon treat her to a complete makeover. Though her hair was still long, it was now styled, and for today, fashioned into a braided coronet atop her head. Pierre had convinced her to allow a rinse. She looked far too young to be Kalem’s mother. Kalem had managed to persuade the FBI to release a box of their belongings taken from their house after the murder. It contained a photo album of a young Kalem and his much younger parents. He was as tall as his father had been, but he got his good looks from his mother.
My dress was out of a fairytale. Kalem designed it, had it made, but, of course, hadn’t seen it on me. It was bad luck Isabella told me, for the groom to see the bride in her gown before the wedding. I loved Isabella. She’d really entered my heart and occupied a firm spot there.
The dress was strapless, the bodice clinging close to my curves and accentuating my waist. It flared beautifully, and had embroidered roses down every fold, rhinestones glittering. The hem was scalloped. It elongated into a train at the back with an array of embroidered roses at the hem. I wore a bracelet my mother had given me. A strand of real pearls around my neck, a gift from Kalem, and a diamond and pearl tiara he’d bought and had delivered. The veil cascaded past the dress’s train. It was very long. A shorter layer covered my face. My hair was pinned up and piled on top of my head. Pearl earrings graced my ears to match the necklace. Isabella had given me her most precious gift. It was a gold chain with a cross. I’d seen it around her neck but when she gifted it to me, I cried. It was the only thing she could give me that had meaning, her acceptance of me as her daughter-in-law. I really wanted her to keep it, but I couldn’t refuse it. I wore it with the strand of pearls, the cross settling just above my cleavage.
I felt my mother’s arm tighten as we walked toward Kalem. He looked so handsome in his white tuxedo. His eyes were riveted on me as I approached. His lips formed a small smile.
Before I realized, I was Mrs. Ostarizo and signing my name to a piece of paper committing me forever. As I placed my signature on the registry, the last months flashed through my mind. Whoever would have thought this day would ever happen.
 
* * * *
 
“Well, Mrs. Ostarizo, are you happy?”
“Kalem, I never thought, never dreamed—”
“That I’d actually try this for a fourth time?”
“Shit. I can’t imagine being number four. Trying it? You’d better believe this is for keeps.”
He laughed, a deep throaty laugh. “Wife, keep me happy, and you’ll have me forever.”
“I plan to. You’ll have a fucking hard time keeping me happy.”
We were in our honeymoon suite at the Palms in Las Vegas. Kalem had booked the erotic suite for us. It was everything we could have dreamed of for our honeymoon. He’d also packed his BDSM toys that I longed for. The suite had a show shower that I initiated on our first night there. The suite was out of this world with all its reds and blacks, the couches built for making love, the rotating bed, the poles for me to use to entice him and a Jacuzzi, it was beyond all imagination.
Keeping me happy? This first adventure could last me a lifetime. Well, maybe not. I started by using the show shower while he sat and watched me entice him using the stripper pole.
When I left the shower, he almost attacked me. “God, I’ve missed this,” he whispered huskily against my neck.
“I’ve never danced like that using a stripper pole,” I murmured. “How could you have missed it?”
“No, but I’ve missed the excitement.”
He picked me up and carried me to the rotating bed. I noticed an array of toys lying ready beside the bed and purred. He attached the nipple clamps and set the vibrator going. The vibrations traveled through my breasts, down to my clit. Next, he produced the suction cups for my nipples and for my clit. He suctioned my nipples and clit in turn for a while until I begged for more.
Turning me over on my belly, he slapped my buttocks until I felt the blood pumping beneath the skin. I screamed. It didn’t matter. No one would hear me there. My screams were from pain and ecstasy. I loved whatever he was doing to me—every minute of it. It would remain a part of our sex life forever, wherever we could do it. With Isabella living in the house, it would be difficult at home.
Home.
It sounded so good in my mind, so permanent. His home was mine from then on. He wanted children. I hadn’t told him yet, but I’d missed my periods for two months. Hell, he’d never used a condom when taking my virginity and I wasn’t on the pill. I’d never thought about it at the time, not until later, but still hadn’t worried too much about it. At times, my period was irregular. Until my period didn’t show for a second month and I became suspicious. I bought a test. He still didn’t know.
“Kalem?”
“Yes, baby.”
“There’s something I need to tell you.”
“I thought we knew everything about each other.”
“Not quite.”
He leaned over me and gazed into my eyes. “So, what is this last secret?”
“I’m pregnant.”
He was very quiet, which worried me for a second, but only for a second.
“You are? My God, woman. How do you know?”
“How does a woman usually know?”
“Have you been to the doctor? How far along are you? When did this happen?”
“Maybe when you took me for real for the first time. Who knows? We used no protection except for anal penetration. No, I haven’t been to see a doctor. I haven’t got a clue how far along I am. I’ve missed several cycles.”
“Why didn’t you tell me?”
“I didn’t want you to feel obligated.”
“Obligated? I’m going to be a father and I have to feel obligated?”
“Well, if you were going to ask me to marry you, I didn’t want it to be because you felt you had to.”
“Danea, I should spank you some more for this. From now on, we’ll only have normal sex. I won’t endanger the baby in any way.”
“What we’ve done tonight is fine, babe.”
“Mamma is going to be so happy. She’ll be able to lavish all her attention on the baby and make up for all the years she missed with me. I wonder if it’s going to be a boy.”
“We’ll find out soon when I have my first sonogram.”
“Do we want to know?”
“It’s kinda neat to know. We can decorate the nursery accordingly.”
He lay down beside me, removed my nipple clamps, the suction cups, and that was the end of our wedding night. But it was a heavenly wedding night, one I would reflect on for the rest of our lives.
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